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The Prologue' 1 

Chorus. 

t ~V , Wo boufbolds both alike in dignity } 

( In fare Verona where t>e lay our Scene ) 
from auncient grudge Jbreake to ne "to mutinie , 
Where ciuill blond makes ciuill bands Jmcleane: 
From forth the fat all loynes of thefe two foes t 
A pa ire offlarre-crof loners take their life: 

Whofe mijaduentufd pittious ouertbro^es, 
l Doth "frith their death bury their Barents Urife , 

T be feareful pafsage of their death-mar kt hue , • 
And the continuance of their Parent s rage y 
Which hut their Childrens endnougbt could remoue: 
Is now the two houres traficque of our Stage, 

The ‘ tihich if you with patient eares attend., 
t/Fbatberefbalmifiey ourtoile fhallflriue to meiid 
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Samp foil WGregorie, with Swords and c Bu^klers i ofihe 

te/*tf/Capulec. 

QAmp Gregorio, on my word weele not carry Coles* 

Greg. No/orthcn wc fhould be Collycrs. 

Samp. lmeane^and vve be in choller, weele draw* 

Greg . Iwhileyouliuejdraw yourneckeoutofchollere 
Samp, 1 llrike quickly being moued. 

Cjreg. Butthou art not quickly moued to firike. 

Samp. A dog of the houfe of Mount ague mou es me. 

Tomoueis to (litre, and to be valiant, is to (land. 
Therefore it thou art moued thou runftaway. 

Samp. Adog ofthat houfe fhall moue me to ftand; 

I will take the wall of any man ormaideof Momtagues. 

Greg, T hat fhewes thee a wcake flaue/or the wcakeft goes 
to the wall. 

Samp, Tistrue, and therefore women beingthe weaker 
vellels are euer tilruft to the walhthercforcl willpufh AdcUn- 
tagua men from the walfand thruft his maides to the wall. 
©v.The quarrell isbetweene our mafters^and vs their men. 
Samp.l. is all one I will fhew my felfe a ty rantywhen I haye 
fought with the men^I will be ciuill wi th die maides >1 will cu c 
ofl their heads.* 
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Cjngo. The headcs of the maids. 

Samp- I the heads of the maids ,Or their maidenhcads,takc 

itin what fence thou wilt. 

Greta. T hey mu it take it fenfe.that feele it. 

Samp. Me they fhall feele while I am able to ftand,and tis 
knowne 1 am a pretty peeceofflefh. 

Greao. Tis well thou art not fifh, if thou hadft, thou hadft 
been poore Iohn:draw thy took here comes of the houfe of 

JAountagHes* 

Enter two other feruingmen » 

Sami). My naked weapon is out,quarreUJ will back thee 
6re.How,turne thy backe and runnel 
Samp. Feare me not. 

Gre, No marrie, 1 feare thee. 

Samp. Let vs take the Law ofour fidesjet them begin; 
Gre. I will frown as I pafle bv,& let them take it as they lit 
Samp, Nay as they dare, I wif bite my thumb at them, which 
|s a difgrace to them if they beare it. 

Abra.Dot you bite your thumb at vs fir*? 

Samp.I doe bitemy thumb fir, 

Abra, Doe you bite your thumb at vs fir. ? 

Samp. Is the Law of our fide if I fay I? 

6Vif.No, 

Samp. No fir,I doe not bite my thumbe at you Gr,biitlbite 
*ny thumbe fir* 

£7/^, Doe you quarrel! fir? 

Abra, Quarrell fir, no fir. 

Sa3ui if you do fir,Iamfor you,Tferueas good amlasyou, 
Abra. No better. 

Samp. VWell fir. Enter Bcnuoltd. 

Gre, Say betterjierc comes one of my Maillers kinsmen. 
Samp . Y es better fir, 

Abra. You lie. 

Samp.X) raw if you be men Jfjregorie, remember thy walLing 
blowe, They fight. 

Bern- Part fooles,put vp your fwords, you know-not what 

. on do* 



of (ftontco and lulled 

Eater Tibalt. 

TiWf-VVhat art thou drawme among thefe hartlefle hinds 
turne thee 'Bemolio , look vpon thy death. 

Ben. Idoebutkeepe thepeace,putvpthyfword, 
or mannage it to part thefe men with me. 

Ttb. VVhat dravvne and talke ofpeace?I hate the word, 
as I hate hell, all Mountagues and thee; 

Haueatthecoward. 

Enter three or fuure Citi zens with clubs or party font, 

Ojfi. Clubs, Billes and P artifons,ffnkc,beate them downc 
Downe with the Capuiets.downe with the Mountagues 
Enter e/^Capukti# hisgonne , and his Wife. 

Capa. VVhat noyfe isthis?giuememy long fword hoe, 
Wife. A crowch,a crowch,w hy call yo» lor a fword? 

Cap. My fword I fay,old Momtagste is come, 

Andflorilhes his bladeinfpightofme. 

Enter old Mo un tague and his wife. 

Mom. Thou villaine Capulet, bold me not,let me go*. 

M .Wfe. 2,. Thouihalt not ftir onefoote toieekeafoe. 

Enter Prince Eskales jrnth his traine. 

Prince. Rebellious fubiedls enemies to peace, 

I? rophaners of this neighbour-fiained fteele, 

\ Vill they not hearef what ho,you men,youbeaftsj • 

That q uench the fire of your pernicious rage, 

\ Vith purple fouutainesiiTuing from your veinest 
Oa paine oftorturefromthofe bloudy hands. 

Throw your roiftempcred weapons to the ground, - 
And heare thefentenceofyounnoued Prince, 
f hreeciuill braw les bred of an avrie word 
I>y thee old Capulet and Mountague, 
iiaue thrice ditlurbdc the quiet of our {Greets, 

And made Veronas auncient Citizens, 

Call by their grauebefeeniing ornaments, 

i o wield old partizans,in hands as old , 

Cancred with peace, to part y our cancred hate, 
lrvuei you dliiurbe our ftreets againe, 

Your ; 
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Your Hues fhallpay theforfcit of the peace. 

For this time all there!! depart away; 

You Capuleti hall goe along with me. 

And Cfriountague come you this afternoone. 

To know our Fathers plefure in this cafe: 

To]old Free-towne,our common judgment placet 
Once more on paine of death, all men depart. 
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Mourn Who fet this auncieut quarrell new abroach? 
Speake Nephew, were you by,when it began? 

"Ben^ Here were the feruants ofyour aduerfarie 
And yours dole fighting erel did approach, 

Idrew to part them, in the inftantcaine 
The fiery Tibalt , with his fword prepard. 

Which as he breath’d defiance to tny eares, 

Hefwong about his head and cut the windes, 

Who nothing hurt wf thall,hift him in fcorne: 

While we were enterchanging thru Its and blowes, 

Came more and mo re, and fought on part and part, 

Till the Prince came ,whoparted either part. 

Wife, O where is Romeo } faw you him to day? 

Right glad am I,he was not at thisfray. 

Ben. Madam.anhoure before the worfhipt Sun,’ 
Peerde forth the golden window of the Eaft, 

A troubled mind draue me to walke abroad. 

Where vnderneach the grcue of Syramour, 

That Weftward rooceth from this City fide: 

So early walking did I fee your fonne. 

Towards him I made, but he was ware of me, 

And Hole into the couertofthe wood, 

I meafuring his affections by my owne. 

Which thenmoftfought,where molt mightnot be found: 
Being one too many by my weary felfe, 

Purfuedmy honour,notpurluing his, 

And gladly lhunned,who gladly Hed from me. 

Mount. Many a morning hath he there beene feene, 
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With teares augmenting the frefh mornings cfcawjj 
Adding to cloudes,morecloudes with hisdeepefiglics, 
Butallfofooneastheall cheering Sunne, 

Should in the farthefl: Eali begin to draw. 

The lhadiecurtaines from Auroras bed. 

Away from light fteales home my heauy fonne, 
Andpriuatein his Chamber pennes himfelfe. 

Shuts vp his windowes,lockesfeire day-hghtout,. 

And makes himfelfe an artificial! night, 
Blackeandportendous mud this humor prone, 

Vnlelle good counfellmay thecaufe remoue. 

Ben. My noble vncle doe you know thecaufe? 

Mom. I neither knowit,nor can learne of him. 

Ben, Haueyouimporrundehim byanymeanes? 

Moim. Both by ray felfe and many other friends. 

But he his own affections counfeller. 

Is to himf$lfe(i will not fay how true) 

Butto himfelfcfo fecretand fo clofe. 

So farre from founding and difcouery. 

As is the bud bit with an enuious worme. 

Ere he. can fpread his fweeteleaues to the ayre,’ 

Or dedicate his beauty to the fame. 

Could we but learne from whence his forrowes grow - • 
We would as willingly giue cure, as know . 



Enter Romeo, 

Berm. See where he comes/o pleafe vou ftep afide, 

Jle know his greeuanceor be muchdeia'ide. 

Mom , 1 would thou wertfp happy by thy flay, 
o heaie cuidliuft^come Madam lets away, ^ 

t, i n ] Exeunt. 

Lenuol. Good morrow' Coufin. 

Romeo . Is the day fo young? 

Ben. But new firookq nine. 

W. Ay mefadhouresfeemelon;:: . ‘ . . 

W as thatmy father that went hencefo faff? 

^eu- t was : what fadne^ei%plicii| gomets faourcs? 

® Rom • Not • 
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R«, Not ha uing that, which hauing,nukes them ffcort, 
Ben, Inloue. 

Romeo .Out, 

Ben, Of: lou e. 

Rom. Out of her fauour where I am in lone, 

Ben. Alas that louefo gentle in his view. 

Should be fo tyrannous and rough in proofe. 

Romeo. Alas thatloue,whofe view is muffled dill. 
Should without eyes,feepathwaiesto his will: 

Where thall we dineiO me: what fray was here? 

"Y ci tell me not/or I haue heard it all: 

Heres much to doe with hate,but more with loue: 

Why then O brawling loue,01ouing hate, 

O any thing of nothing firft created: 

O heauie hghtnefTe,ferious vanity, 

Mifhapen Chaos of welfeeing formes. 

Feather oflead,bright fmokc,cold fier,ficke health, 

Still waking fleepe,that is not what it is. 

T his’loue feele I,that feele fio loue in this, 

Doeft thou not laugh? 

Ben, No Coze, 1 rather weepe. 

Rom. Good heart at what? 

Ben. Atthy good harts oppression. 

Romeo. Why fuch is loues tranfgrefsion, 

Gnefes ofmine o wne lie heauie in my bread, 

Which thou wilt propagate to haueitpreaft, 

With more of thine, this loue that thou haft fhowne. 
Doth ad more griefe,to too much ofmine owne. 

^ Loue is a finoke made with thefume offighes, 

Being purgd,a firefparkling in louers eyes. 

Being vext.afea nourifhtwithlouingteares. 

What is it eife?amadnelIe,moftdilcrcet, 

A choking gall, andapreferuingfweett 
Farewell my Coze, 

2?e».Soft I will goe along. 

.And if you leauc me fo, you doe me wrong. 
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r Rm - Tutl haue loft my felfe.I am not herc^ 

This is not Romeo, hees fome otherwhere. 

Ben. Tell me infadneffe,who is that you loue? 

RoJ.Whit fhalll grone and tell thee? 

^e».Grone,why no:but fadly tell me who? 

Rom. A fickc man in fadneile makes his wills 
A word ill vrgd to one that is fo ill: 

In fadnefle Cozin,l do loue a woman, 

•Ben. 1 ayriid fo ncare,when I fuppofde you lou d. 

Rom. Aright good marke man,and lhees faire 1 loue. 
Ben. A mht faire marke faire Coze is fooneft liit. 

Romeo VVellinthathityou miffe.fheel not be hit 
VVith Cupids arrow, fhe hath BUns wit: 

Andinftrongproofeofchaftitie wellarmd. 

From loues weake chiidifhbow fhe flues vneharmd. 

Shee will not ftay the liege of louing tearmes. 

Nor bide th’incounter of aflailing eyes* 

Nor ope her lap to fainft-feducing gold, 

O flie is rich inbeautie,onely poore, 

That when flie dies, with beautie dies her ftore. 

Ben, Then fhe hath fworne,that fhe will ftillliue chali? 
i?w».She hath, and in that fparing.make huge waft: 

For beauty fteru'd with her feuerity. 

Cuts beauty off from all pofteritie. 

She is too faire, too wife, wifely too faire^ 

To merit blifle by making me difpaire: 

She hathforfwornc to loue,andin that vow, 

Dol liue dead, that Hue to tcllitnow. 

Ben. Beruldeby me,forgettothmkeofher. 

Rom , O teach me how I fliould forget to tbinke, 

Ro. By giuing liberty vnto thine eyes. 

Examine other beauties. 

Ro. Tis the way to call hers(exquifif)in queftion more, 
Thefehappy maskesthat kiffefaire Ladies browes. 

Being blacke.puts vsin mind they hide the faire: 

He that is ftrooken blind, cannot forget 
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The precious treafure of his eye-fight loft, 

Shew me a MiftrifTe that i s palling faire, 

What doth her beauty ferue but as a note, 

Where I may read who paft that pasfing fairc: 
Farewell thou canft not teach me to forget, 

Ben. He pay that doftrine,orelfe die in debt. E, 

Enter Capulet, Paris,<f»d theclowne ... 

Cappt. Afomtague is bound as we 1 as I, 

In penalty alike, arid tis nor hardl thinke, 

Formenfo oldaswee to keepe the peace. 

Par, Of honourable reckoning are you both., 

And pittie tis you liu’d at ods fo long; 

But now my Lord,whatfayyouto my fute? 

CapH. But faying ore what I haue faid before 2 
My child is yet a ftranger in the world, 

Shec hath not fecne the change offourtecneyeareSj 
Let two more Summers wither in their pride 
Ere w'e may thinke her ripe to be a bride. 

Pan. Younger then fhe,are happy mothers made, 
Capa. And too (bone mardare thofrfo early made; 
Earch hath fwallov/ed all ray hopes but llie, 

Sheesthe hopeful! Lady of my earth, 

But wooe her gentle Parity get her heart. 

My will to herconfent,is but a part. 

And flie agree,within her fcope of choife. 

Lyes my confent, and faire according voice: 

This nightlhold.an old accullomdfeaft. 

Whereto I haue inuited many agueft, 

Such as I loue,arid you among the ftore, 

Q^ie more,rnoft welcome makes my number more: 

At my poore houfe,looke to behold this night, 

Earth treading ftarres,that make darke heauen light, 
Such comfort as dolufty young menfeele. 

When weilappareld Aprill onthe heele 
Of limping winter trcads.euenfuch delight 
Among freib fennell buds ftiall you this night 
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Inherit at my houle,heare all, all fee: 

And like her moft, whole merit moil ihall be: 

Which one more veiw k of many, mine beingone, 

May ftand in number though in reckning none. 

Come goe with me.goc firrah trudge about. 

Through tmzVeronafind thofe perfons out, 

Whoffnaines are written there,and to them fay. 

My houfe and welcome,on their pleafure ftay. 

Exit: 

Ser. Find them outwhofenames are written. Here it is wnr- 
ten.that the fhoo-maker /hould meddle with his yard, and the 
tayler with hislaft, the fiilher with his penfill, and the painter 
with hisnet'.But lam fent to find thofe perfons whofe names 
are here writ.and can neuer find what names the writing per- 
fon hath here writ(Imuft to the learned )in good time 
Enter Benuolio,d»djR.omeo, 

Ben. Tut man one fire burnes out an others burning. 

One paine islefned by an others anguifh: 

Turne giddic,and be holpe by backward turning: 
Onedefperate greefe,cures with an others languilM 
Take thou Tome new infection to the eye. 

And the rank poyfon of the old wil die. 

Romeo. Your Plantan leafeis excellent for that, - 
Ben. For what I pray thee. ? 

Romeo, For your broken iliin. 

Ben. Why art thou mad? 

Rom. Notmad but bound mote then a mad man isf ■ 

Shut vp in prifon, kept without my foode, 

Whipt and cormentediand Godden good fellow, 
•SVr.Godgigoden.I pray fir can you read? 

Rom, I nunc owne fortune in my miferie. 

^ er . Perhaps you haue learnedit withouc booke: • 

But I pray can you readany thing you fee} 

if Iknow the letters and the language, - 
Ser. T efay honeftty.reft you merry. 

Rem. Stay feliow,l canread, 
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S Hc reades the Letter* 

Etgneur Martino ,and his wife and daughters ‘Cornu Anf.r 
eusd bis beamous fitters : the Lady viddow ofV 27^ 
Placentio,WA« loucly Neeces \ Mercutio brother vE* 

tlue^wfcW^ Capulet bts wife and daughters^ fare fo ’ 

A faire alterably, whither Ihould they come? 

iVr. Vp.- 

Whither to fuppcr, 

Toourhoufe. 

VThofehoufej 
en My Mairtcrs, 

Ro, Indeedel fhould haueasktyou that before, 

Ser, Now He tell you without asking, Mymaifteristhc 
great rich Capulet, & ifyou benot of the houfe oiMomtams 
1 pray come and crulh a cup of wine.Reft you merry, * 

Ben, At this fame auncien t feall of Capulets , 

Sups the faiteRo/aline whom thou fo loues: 

Y V ith all the admired beauties of Verona , 

Go thither and with vnattainted eye. 

Compare her face with fome that 1 fliall (hew. 

And I will make tlie thinkethy fwan a crow. 

Ro, When thedeuoutreligion ofmineeye, 

Maintair.es fuchfallhood,thenturne teares to fier; 

thefe who often drowud,could ncuer die, 

"i ranlparent Hereticquesbe burntfor liers. 

One fairer then my loue?thc all feeing Sun 
Nerefawhermatchjfincelirft the world begun, 

'Ben: T utyou faw her faire none elfe 6eing by, 

. Her felfe poy fde with her felfe in either eye: 

But in that Chriftailfcales let there be waid. 

Your Ladierioue agaiuftfome other maid, 

Thaclwilllhew you Ihinuig at thisfeaft, 

And Ihe fhall fcantiheu'iwell.thatnow ilievvesbeft, 
/fo.llcgoc along nofuch fight to be Ihowne, 

Riik 
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But to reiovee in fplendor of mine owne* 

Enter Capulets Wife and Nurfe. 

Wife, Nurfe wher's my daughterecall her forth tome, 

Nurfc, N ow by my maidenhead, at tw clue ye are old I bad her 
come yv hat Lamb, what Ladu bird>g odfor bid, 
yyheresthis Gtrlrtwhat Iuliet, 

jjj/terluliet. 

Iuliet. How now who calls? 

Nur. lour mot her. 

lull. Madam lam here, what is your will# 

Wtfe* This is the matter, Nurfe giuelcaue awhile^weemult: 

talkeinfecret.Nurfecome backeagaine, Ihaueremembred 

me, thou fe heare our counfell.Thou knowefl my daughters 
of a pretyage, 

N ur k.Faitb I can tell her agt vnto an bourc . 

Wife Shees not fourtecne*. 

Nurfe .1 lelayfourteene of my teeth, and yet to mjteene be itfpoken 7 
I haue biitfoure.Jhees notfourteene. 

How longis it now to Lammas tide? 

Wife . A fortnight and odde dayes. 

Nurfe Euen or odd,of all dates tn theyeare come Lammas Eueat 
night Jballfie be four teen <?♦ S u fa n and (be,Godresl all fhrifltan fouls 7 
wereofanage.W'el/Suhn is with God flsee was to good for mee • But 
as I faid on Lammas Eue at night [hall [bee beefourteene , that (hall 
(bee marrie , I remember it well Tts fmee the Earth -quake now 
eleuenyeares,ar,d[he was wcand I neuer fhall for get it, of all the dates 
of the yeare vpon that day : for I had then laidworme-woodio my 
dtigfntingin the SunnevndertbcDonchoufewall> tJMy Lord and 
you were then at Mantua^^j I doe beare a braine . But as I faide 7 
when it did tafl the worm* -wood on the nipple of my Duqge, and- 
fc It it b itttcr, pretty foole,to fee tt teachie ana fall oat with the c Dugge 7 
Shake quoth the Edoue- houfejwas no neede I trow to bid mee trudgei 
Midfince that time it is a leuenyeares, for then floe could fiand a lone, 
nay bi throoae Jhe could have runne and wadle d all about \ for emn 
the day before Jhe broke her brow, andt hen my Hufbandfiod bee with 
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bisfoule , a was a metric man, tooke vp the child , yea etuotb W J * 
thou f all vpon thy face > thou wtlt fall backward when t hot hall Zi 
■mt,wut thounotbxk'l *And bymyholydam, the pretty wretchleft 
crying. and faid I : tofecnowhowa left Jhall come about . IwarJnt 
and i fhali liueathoufand yeares , Ineuer fb'ould form it : wilt thou 
not hue quoth hei and prc ttyfook it flmted,andfatd /. 

Old La. Inoughof rhis,I pray thee hold thy peace. 
Nurfe. Tes Madam, yet 1 cannot chufe but laugh , tothinheit 

Jhottldlsaue crying and lay l : and yet I warrant it had vpon it brow a 
bompe as big as a young Cockrels Hone > a perilous knoc audit cried 
bitterly. 1 ea quoth my husband, fall ft. vpon thy face, thou wilt fell 
back*, ard when thou commcflto age : wtlt thou not lakihfitnted and 
/aid l . 3 

luli. And Hint thou tooj pray thee Nurfe/ay I. 

Nuife, Peace J haue donet Cjodmarkythee too his grace, tbctnvafi 
the prettieft babe that ere I nurfl, andl might Hue to fee thee married 
amce.lhaue mywifh. 



Old La. Marry that marry is the very theame 
I came to talke o£ tell me daughter lultet, 

How Hands your difpojfitions to be Married? 
ltdi. It isanhourethat Idreamenotof. 

Nurfe. An hour e, were not 1 thine onely Nurfe, I would fay thott 
.hadft fuckfwtfedome from thy teat. 

Old La.Wzll think of marriage no wronger then you 
Here in Verona ft. adiesofefteeme, 

Are made already mothers by my count. 

.1 was your mother, much vpon theleyeares 
That you are now a maide.rhus then in briefe: 
i he valiant P^wYcekes you for his loue. 

Nurfe, Amanyoung Lady, Lady fitch a mar. as all the world. 

Why hees a man ofwaxe . 

Old La. Veronas Summer hath not fuch a flower, 

Nurfe. A ay hees a flower, in faith a very flower , 

Old La, What fay you, can you loue the Gentleman? 

This night you fhali behold him at our feaft. 

Read ore the volume of young Paris face, 

And 
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Andfind delight, writ there with beauties pc»J 

Examine eueryfeuearall liniament. 

And fee how one an other lends content* 

And what obfeurde in this faire volume lies, 

Find written in the margeant of his eyes . 

This precious booke of loue, this vnbound louer^ 

To beautifishim, onely lacks a Couer. 

Thefifhliuesinthe fea.and tis much pride 
For faire without, the faire within to hide: 

Thatbookein manieseyes dothfhare the glorie. 

That in gold clafpes, locks in the golden florre.* 

So fhali you fliare all that he doth polTdTe, 

By hauing him, making your felfe no lefle, 

Nurfe. No lefle nay bigger women grow by men. 

Old La. Spcake briefly can you like of l 3 arts\o\i&i 
hit. lie looke to like, if looking liking moue. 

But no more deepc will I endart mine eye 

Then your conient giuesrtrength tOraakcfiy. Y-nterSeruing. 

S eming. Madam, the guefts are come, flipper feru’d vp, y ou 
eald, my young Lady asktfbr,the Nurfe curft in the Pantrie, 
and euery thing in extremttie:! muft hence to wait, Ibefeech 
youfollovv flraight. 

Mo. Wcfollow thee, luliet the Countie flaies, 

Nurfe. G oe gy rle, feeke happfe nights to happic dayes. 

Exeunt « 

Enter Romeo, Mcrcutio, Benuolio, with $ue or fixe other- 
(-Maskers, torch bearers. 

Romeo. What fhali this fpeech be fpoke for our excii fcg 
Or fhali we on without apologie? 

Ten. The date is out of fuch prolixicie, 

Weele haueno Cupid , hud winckt with a skarfe. 

Bearing a Tartars painted bow of lath, 

Skanngthe Ladies like a Crow-keeper. 

But let them meafure vs by what they will 
Weele meafure them a meafureand be gone, 

Rom. Glue me a torch, I am not for this ambling, 

C ° Being 
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T he moft Ununtable T ragehlk 

Being but heauy I will beare the light. 

Merest Nay gentle Romeo mull: haue you dance. 

Ro. Not Ibe1eeueme,you*hauedancingfhooe$ 

With nimble foies, I haueafoule of lead 
So flakes me to the ground I cannot moue. 

M-r. You are a louer, borrow Cupids wings. 

And fore with them abouc a common bound. 

Romo t lam too fore enpcarced with his lbaft, 

To foare with his light fethers,and io bound, 

I cannot bound a pitch abouedull woe, 

Vnder loues heauy burthen doe I finke. 

Horatio. And to finke in it ihould you burthen loue. 
Too great'opprefsion for a tender thing, 

Romeo, lsloueatcnderthingfitistoo rough. 

Too rude, too boy lterous,and it pricks like thorne.' 

Mer- If loue be rough with you be rough with loue 

Prickloue for pricking,and you beatloue downe, 

Giue me a cafe to put my vifage in, 

A vifor for a vifor,whac care I 
What curious eye doth quote deformities; 

Here are the beetle browes /hall blufh for me. 

Ben. Come knocke and enter, and no fooner in. 

But euery man betakes him to his legs, 

Ro. A "torch for me,let wantons light of heart 
Tickle the fencelefle rulhes with their heeles; 

For I amprouerbd with a graunfire Phrafe, 

Hebe a candle-holder and looke on, 

The game was nerefofaire, and 1 am dun. ' 

r Mer. Tut, duns the moufe, the Conflablesowne word 

Ifithou art dun,weele draw thee from the mire 
O r faue you reucrence loue, wherein thou liickeit 
Vp to the eares,come wc burne day-light ho; 

Ro. Nay chats not fo. 

Mer. I mcanefirin delay 
We wall our lights in vaine,Iights lights hr day; 

Take our goodmeaning, for our Iudgement fits, 

Fiue times in that,ere once in our fine wits. 



of^ovneo and Juliet* 

r 9 . And we rneane w ell in going to this Maske, 

But tis no wit to go. 

Mer. Why may one askej 

Rom.l dreampt a dreame to night. 

Otfer, And fo did I. 

Rem. YVcll what was yours? 

iMer. That dreamers often lye. , . . „ 

R 0 . In bed afleepe while they doe dreame things true, 

Mer. O then I fee Queene Mab hath beene with you; 

Sheisthe Fairies midwife, and fhee comes mfhape no bigger 

the an A^at ftonc,on theforefinger of an Alderman, di awn e 
wicha teeme of little atomies, ouermens nofes as they liea- 
fleepe-.her waggon fpokes made of long (pinners legsrthe cq- 
uerof the wings ofgralhoppers.her traces of the fmallcft ip i- 
der web her collers of the moonlfiines watry beatcs.her whip 
of Crickets bone, thclalhofPhilome, her waggoner, a fmali 
erav coated Gnat, not halfc fo bigge as a round little worme. 
pnekt from the lazie finger of am.rn.Her Chariot is an emp- 
tieHafel nut,madcby the Ioyner fquirrel or oldGrub, time 
out a mind, the Paries Coachmakerssand in this Itatelnc gal- 
lops night by night, throgh louers brains, & then thev dream 
of loue. On Courtiers knees,that dreame on Cur ties fhait,oic 
Lawyers fingers who ftrait dreame on fees, ore Ladies lips who 
ftraic on kifles dreame,which oft the angry Mab with blifters 
plagues, becaufe their breach with fweete meats tainted aie. 

So metime (he gallops ore a Courtiers nofe, and then dreame 
heof finelling out a futetand fometime comes fhee with a tit h- 
pigs tale, tickling a Parfos nofeas a lies afleepe, the he dreams 
ofanotherBenefice.Somtirneihedriueth ore a fouldters neck, u 
and thendreames heofjcuttingforraine throats„o( breaches "X 
atnbufcados,fp?.nifiiblades:Of healths fitiefadomc deepe, & ^ 

then anon drums in his care,at which lie ftartes and wakes, 8c 
beingthus frighted, fweares a prayer ortwo & fleepes againe: 
this is that very Mab that plats the manes of horfes in the 
nigh t;and bakes the tlklocks in foule fluttifh haires, which 
once vntangled , much misfortune bodes* 

C; 



This 



The m oft lamentable Tragedie 

This is the hag, when maides lie on their backs, 1 
That prefles them, andlearnes them firft to bearc 
Making them women of good carriage! 

This is ihc. D 

Romeo. Peace,peac«, Mercutio peace. 

Thou calkftof nothing* 

Merc. True, Itaike of dreames: 

Which are the children of an idle brains. 

Begot of nothing but vaine phantafie: 

\ vh ich is as thinof fubffance as the ayre, 

A nd more l'nconftant then the wind, who wooes 
Luen now the frozen bofomeot the North: 

And being angerd puffes away from thence, 

I timing his fide to the dew dropping South. 

, Sen. This wind you talke of, bio wes vs from Our felues 
bupper is done, and we fliall come too late. 

■Ro. I feare too early , for my nundmifgiues. 

Some con Sequence yet hangingin the fiacres. 

Shall bitterly begin his fearefull date 
With this nights retiels, and expire the terms 
Of a defpifed lifeclofdein my brell: 

By fome vile forfeit of vntimely death. 

But he that hath the itirrage of my courfe, 

Direiffmy fitte; on luftie Gentlemen. 

‘Ben. Strike Drum. 

T bey march about theStage , and Seruingmen come forth with 

napkins. 

Enter Romeo. 

Ser. Wheres Potpan that he helpes not to take away? 

•' He drift a trencher, he ferape a trench erf. 

- l * VV hen good manners ihall lie all in one or twomens 
hands, and they vnwaiht too, tis a foule thing. 

Ser. Away with theioyoftoolesjiemouetheCourtcubbcrt, 
JOoke to the plate , good thou , faue mee a petce of March- 
pane, and asthoulouesmee,lettbeporterktiii,y»/d»(?/'W- 
Jfone > and Nelly Anthonie and Potpan, 

2 . 1 boy 



of Borneo andluliet. 

1 YoV^clookt for, and cald for .askt for,' and fough t for 

in the great Chamber. . , , 

We cannot be here and there too,chearely boyes, 

Be brisk a while, and the longer liuer take all* 

Exeunt, 

Enter all the gueji sand gentlewomen tothe 
Maskers, 

t Cm, Welcome gentlemen, Ladies thathaue their toes 
Vn plagued with Cornes,will walke about with you: 

All my Nliftrefles, which of you all 

Will now deny to dance, flic tuac makes dainty , 

She lie fwearehath Cornesiam I come nearcye now? 
Welcome Gentlemen , I hau e fecne the day 
That I haue worne a vifor and could tell 
A whifpering tale in afaire Ladies eate: 

Such as would p!eafe:tis gone,tis gone,tis gone. 

You are welcome gentlemen, come Mulitians play: 

Mnjicke plates ,and they dance * 

A ha11,ahall, giue rooms, andfoote itgirlcs. 

More light you knaues,and turne the tables vp: 

And quench the fierjtheroome isgrownetoo hot*- 
Ah firrah,this vnlookt for fpor t comes well: 

Nay fit,nay fit, good Cozin Capulct, 

F or you and I are pall: our dauncing daies: 

How long ift now fincelaft yourfelfe andl 
Wercin'amaske? 

2 . Capu. Bcrlady thirty yeares* 
t* Capu. What man tis not fo much,tis not fo much* 
Tisfince the nuptiall of Luaentio, 

Ccme Pemycoif as quickly as it will, 

Some hue and twenty yeares,and then we'maskt. - 
i .Capu. Tis more, tis more, hts fonne is elder fir: 

His fonne is thirty, 
i .Capu. Will yon tell me that? 

His fonne was but a ward two yeares agoe. 

c 5 



Romeo, What 



The moft lamentable T ragedk 

Ro. What Ladic is that which doth in rich the hand 
Ofyonder Knight* 

Str, I know not fir. 

Ro, O lhedoeh teach the torches to biirne bright: 

It feemes fire hangs vpon thechecke of night. 

As a rich Iewchn an/Echiops eare, 

Beauty too rich for vfe,for earth too deare: 

So lhewes a fnowieDoue trooping with Crowes,' 

As yonder Lady ore her fello wes fho west 
The tneafurc done, lie watch her placeofftand. 

Arid touching hers,make blefled my rude hand. 

Did my heart louc till now,forfweareit fight. 

For I nerefaw true beauty till this night. 

Tib, This by his voice,fiiould be a Momtagae . 

Fetch me my Rapier boy, what dares the flaue 
Come hether couerd with an antique face. 

To fleereand fcorneat ourfolemmtie* 

Now by the ftockeand honour of my kin. 

To ftrike him dead 1 hold it notafin, 

Captt.W hy howinow kinsman wherefore fiormeyoufo? 
Tib. Vnclethisis a Mountague ourfoc: 

A villaine that is hither come in fpighr. 

To fcorneat ourlolemnitie this night. 

Cap it. Young A’c»?f(7JS it. 

Tib. Tishe,that villaine Romeo. 

Capu. Content thee gentle Cozc.let him alone, 
Abeareshim like a portly Gentleman: 

And to fay truth ^Verona brags of him, 

To be avertuonsand wellgouernd youth, 

1 would not for the Wel tli ofall this townc, 

Here in my houfe doe him difparagemen t: 

Therefore be patient , take no note of him. 

It is my will, the which if thou refpeft. 

Shew a l’aire prefence, and putoffthefefrownes, 
Amllbefeemingfemblancefor afeaft. 

Tib. It fits when fuch a villaine isagueft, 



- ' i r -r~ ■ ■ 
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of Borneo and lullef. 



He not endure him. 

TapH. lie Ihall be endured. 

What goodman boy,l fay he £hall,go too, 

Amlthemaifterheieoryoufgotoo , 

Youle not endure him, God {hall mend my foule, 
Youle make a’routinie among my gne Its; 

You will fet cocka hoope, youle be the man, 

Ti. Why vncle, tis afhame, 

Capa, Gotoo,gotoo, 

You are a fawey boy,iltlo indeed? 

This tricke may chance to fcath you I know what , 



You tnuft contrary me , marry tis time, 

VVell laid my hearts, you are a princox, goe. 

Be quiet, or more light,more light tor ihame, 
lie make you quiet (what) chearely my hearts. 

Ti. Patience perforcc,with willfullcholer meeting. 
Makes my flefii tremble in t h eir different greeting: 

I will w ithdra w but this intrulion final 

Now feemingfweete,conuert to bitter gall. Exit, 

Ro. If I prophane with my vnworthiefi hand. 

This holy lhrine, the gentle fin is this, ^ 

JVlv lips two blufhing Pylgrimsdid ready {land. 

To fmooth that rough touch with atender kille. 

In. Good Pilgritne you do wrong your hand too much 
Which mannerly deuotion fhewes in this. 

For faints haue hands,that Pilgrims hands doe tuch, 

And palmeto palmeis holy Palmers ki fie, 

Ro. Hauenot Saints lips and holy Palmers too? 
luli. I Pilgrim,lips that they muftvfe inprayer. 

Rom. O then deare Saint, let lips doe what hands doe. 
They pra y (grant thou)leaft faith turne to difpaire, 
hi. Saints doe not moue, though grantfor prayers fake. 
Ro, Then mouenotwhile my prayers effect 1 cake, 
Tlmsfrommy lips, by thine my finis purgd, 
hi. Then haue my lips the fin that they haue tookc, 

Ro. Sinfroriimy lips,0 trefpasfweetlv vrgd: 



Giue 



T be moH lamentable Tragedte 

Oitte me my fin againc. 

I nit. You kififebith book e* 

Nar. Madam your mother craues a word with you? 

Rom. What is her mother* 

Narf. Marrie Batcheler, 

Her mother is the Lady of the houfe. 

And a good Ladie, and a wife and vertuous, 

INurft her daughter that you talkt withalk 
I tel! you, he that can lay hold of her. 

Shall haue the chincks, 

Rom, Is Hie a Camlet? 

Q deareaccount! my life is my foes debt. 

"Sen. Away, begone, thefport is at the beft. 

Rom. 1 fo 1 feare, the more is my vnreft . 

Captt. Nay Gentlemen prepare not to be gone^ 

W e haue a trifling foolilh banquet towards; 

Isitenefo i why then 1 thanke you all. 

I chanke you honeft gentlemen, good night; 

More torches here, come on, then lets to bed* 

Ah firrah, by my faie it waxes late, 

Jletomy reft. 

/uli. Come hither Nurfe s what is yond gentleman? 

Nurf. Thefonneand heireof old Tjberto, 

lnh. Whats he that now is going outof doore? 

Nur. Marrie that I thinke be young Petr itch to. 

luli. Whats he that follows here that wouldnotdanee? 

N»i/. I know not. 

lull. Go aske his name, if lie be married, 

_ My graueis like to be my wedding bed* 

N ttrf. His name is Romeo , and a Mount 
The onely fonne of your great enemie, 

ltd- My onely loue fprung from my onely hate. 

Too early feene,vhknowne, and knowne too lace. 
Prodigious birth of loue it is tomee, 

That lmuftloue a loathed enemie. 

NurR Whats tisi whats tis? „ . 

hi/t. A 
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of^omeo and Iuliet. 

In, A rime I learnt euen now 
Of one I danft withall. 

One cals within Iuliet. 
Nnrfe. Anon,anon: 

Comelets away, the ftrangers all arc gone* 



Exeunt. 



Chows. 

Now old defire doth in his deathbed lie. 

And yong affe&ion gapes to be his heire , T 
Thatfaite for which loue gron’de for and would die, 

V Vith tender luUet matcht,is now not faire* 

Now Romeo is beloued, and loues againe, 

A like bewitched by the charme of lookes: 

But to his foe fuppofde he muft complaine. 

And fhe fteale loues fweet bait from fearefull hookes: 

Being held afoe,hc may not haue accefle 
T o breath fuch vow es as louers yfe to fweare. 

And ilie as much in loue, her mcancsmuch Idle, 

T o meetc her new beloued any where; 

But pafsionlends them Power, time meancs to meetc, 
Tempringextremities with extreamc fweete. 

Enter Romeo alone. 

Rom. Canlgoe for ward when my heart is here, 

Turne backe dull earth and find thy Center out. 

Enter BenuoliOjWtf/?; Mercutio. 

Ben, Rotneojmy Cozen Romeo yRomee. 

^r.Heis wife, & on my life hath ftolne himhome to bed* 
Ben. Heranthiswayandleaptthis Orchard wall, 
i-al I good Merc fit to: 

Naylleconiuretoo. < 

Mer, /te^hiimours, madman, pafsionlouer. 

Appeare thou mthelikendTeofa fio h, 

bp^ake but onerimeand I am farisfied: 



Cry butaynic,prouaunt,butloue and dav* 

Jpeake to my gofoip Vmm one faire word, 

One nickname far h er purblind fonna and her, 

D 
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The moft lamentable Tragedie 

Young Abrabam-.Cupidhc that (hot fo true i 
W hen King Cophetua lou’d the bcgger maid, 

TIeheareth not,heftnuethnot,hemouethnot. 

The ape is dead, and I mutt conjure him, 

Iconiure the by Rof alines brighteyes. 

By her high forehead, and her Scarlet hp, 

By her fmefoote,ftraight leg, and quiuering thigh," 

And the demesnes, that there adiacent lie. 

That in thy likenefle thou appeare to vs, 

Ben. Audit hehearc thee thou wiltanger him. 

Mer. This tannotanger him.t’wouldangerhim 
T o raife a fpirit in his miftrefle circle, 
Offomeftrangenature, letting it thereftand 
Tillfhehadlaideit,and coniured it downe. 

That were home fpight. 

My inuocation is faire and honeft.and in his miftrefle name, 
Iconiure onely but to laifevphisn, 
ben. Come, he hath hid himfelfe among thefe trees 
T o beconforted with the humerous night.* 

Blind is his loue,and beft behts the darkc. 

Mer • Ifloue be blind, louc cannot hit the marke,’ 

Now will he fit vnder a Medler tree, 

And wifh hismiftreflewerethatkindoffruitc. 

As maides call Medlers when they laugh alone, 

O Romeo that (he were.O that (he were 
An open, or thou a Poprin Peare. 

Romeo goodnight lie to my truccle bed. 

This field-bed is to cold for me to lleepe^ 



Come (hall w'e goe? 

Ben, Gothen,fortisin vaineto feekehini here 
T hat meanes not to be found. 

Ro. Heieaflsatfcarresthat neuerfeltawound, 
Butfofqwhatlight through yonder windowe breaks? 
It is the Eaft,and Juliet is the Sunne. 

A rife faire Sun and kill the enuious Moone, 

Who is already licke and pale with griefe. 



Exit* 



That 
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of Gtymeo and luliet] 

Thatthou her maid art far more faire then Iher 
Benot her maid fince (heis enuious. 

Her veftal liuery is bu t ficke and greene, 

Andnonebutfooles doe weareif,caftit off: 

Itis my Lady,0 itis my loue,0 that (he knew (he were, 
Shefpeakesyet (he fayes nothing, what of that? 

Her eye difcourfes,I will anfwere it; 

I am too bold tis not to me (hefpeakest 
Two oft he faired ftarres in all the heauen, 

Hauing fome bufines do entreat her eyes. 

To twinckle in their ipheres till they returne, 

Whatif her eyes were there, they in her head. 

The brightnefle of her cheeke vVould lhame thofc ftarres, 

As day-light doth alampe,her iye in heauen. 

Would through the ayrie region ftreame fo bright, 

That birds would ling, and thinke it were not night: 

See how lhe leanes her cheeke vpon her hand, 

O that I were a gloue vpon that hand. 

That I might touch that cheeke. 
lull. Ay me 
Rom. Shefpeakes, 

Oh fpeake againe bright angell ,for thou art 
Asglorioustochis night being oremy head. 

As is a winged meflenger of heauen 
Vnto the white vpturned wondring eyes, 

Olmortalls that fall backe to gaze on him. 

When he beftridcs the lazie puffing Cloudes^ 

And failes vpon the bofome of the ay re. 

M. O Romeo, Romeo, where (one art thou Romeo? 

Denie thy father and refufe thy name: 

Or ifthou wiltnot.be butfwornemy loue, 

Andde no longer be a Cc.julet, 

Rom, Shall I heare more, or (hall I fpeake at this ? 
ih. Tis but thy name that is my enemy: 

|hou art thy felfe, chough not a Mount *vue, 
wes Mountaguehi is nor hand nor foote, 

D z Nor 
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yjor arme nor £ace,Q be fome other name 
Belonging to a man. 

V Vhat's m a name that which we call a rofe. 

By any other w ord would fmell as fweete. 

So Romeo would, were he not Romeo cald, 

Retaine that deare perfection which he owes. 

Without thattide./f»»jeodoffe thy name, • 

And for thy name which is no part ofthee. 

Take all myfelfe. 

Ro. I take thee at thy word: 

Call me but loue, and lie be new baptizde. 

Hence forth I ncuer will be Romeo. 

lulu What man artthou,thatthus befereendinnighr 
So flumbleft on my counfell? 

Ro. By a name,! know nor how to tell thee who I amt 
My name deare faint, is -hateful! to my fdfe, 
Becaufeitisan enemy to thee, 

Had I it written,! would teare the word. 

luli. Myeares bar eyetnot drunke a hundred words 
Of thy tongues vttering,yetl know the found. 

Art thou not Romeo, and a Aimntagnei 

Rom. Neither fai rent aide, if either thee dillike. 

In. How camell thou hither, tell me,and wherefore!. 
The Orchard walls are high and hard to climbe, 

And the place death, conlidering who thouart 
If any of my kinfmen find thee here, 

Ro. Will) loues light wings did I oreperch thefe W2lls 3 
For flony limits-cannot hold loue out. 

And what loue cando,that dares loue attempt: 
Therefore thy kinfmen are no flop to me, 

U. If they do fee thee, they will murtber thee. - 
Ro. Alackc therelies more perill in thineeye. 

Then twenty oftheir fwords,looke thou but fweete, 

And lam proefeagainft their enmity, 

I tt. 1 would not for the world they faw thee here. 



V 'T 



of^meo and hliet: 

_ T haue nights cloake to hide me from their eyes 
And but thou loueme,let them find me here. 

My life were better ended by their hate, 

Ro By loue that fird did prompme to enquire, 

Helen tine counfelli and 1 lent him eyes: 

lam noPylot,yet wert thouas far 

As that vail flhorewafhet with thefarthclt fea^ 

I Ihould aduenture for fuch marchandifc 

iuli. Thou knowed the maske of night is on my face* 
EHewould a maiden blufh bepaint my cheekc, 
for that which thou haft heard mefpeake to night, 
f aine would I dwell onforme,taine,faine,denie 
W hat 1 haue fpoke,but farewell complement. 

Doeft thou loue mett know thou wilt fay I: 

Andl will take thy word, yet if thou fwearft. 

Thou maieft proue falfe,at louers periuries 
1 hey fay lone laughs,oh gentle Romeo , 

If thou doft loue, pronounce it faithfully: 

Orif thou thinkeftl am too quickly wonne, 
llcfrowne and beperucrfe,andfay thee nay. 

So thou wilt wooe, but elfc not for the world. 

In truth fake A fount ague I am too fond: 

And therefore thou maieft thinks my behauiour light,, 
Buttruft nieGentleman,Ile proue more true. 

Then thofethat hauecoyingtobeftrange, 

3 fhould haue beene more ftrange,l mud confeftc,, 
Butthat thou ouer heardfterel was ware- 
My trucloue paision,therefore pardon me. 

And nor impure this veelding to light loue. 

Which the darke night hath fo difeouered. 

Rom. Lady ,by y onde r b lefts d Moone I .vow, 

That tips with bluer all thcfefruite tree tops, 

I*. O fweare not by the Moone thinconftant Moone 
That monethly changes in hes circled erbe, . 

D 3 ‘ L 
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Lead that thy loue prouc likewife variable 
Rom. What {hall I fwearc by? 
luli. Do no cl we a re at all: 

Oriitho^iklweare by thy gratious felfe. 

Which is the god of my Idolatry, 

And lie beleeue thee. 

Ro t If my hearts deare loue, 

/*. Well doe not fwearc^lthoughlioy in the** 

1 hauenoroy of this contra# to night, 

Itis too ralh.too vnaduifde,too fudden. 

Too like the lightning which doth ceafe to bee 
Ere, one can fay,it lightens, fweete goodnight: * 

This bud ofloue by Summers ripening breath. 

May proue a bcautious flower when next we meete" 1 
G ood nigKt,goodnight,as fwcete repofe and reft, * 

Come to thy heart, as that within my breft. 

Ro t Owilt thou leaue mefovnfatisfied? 

Ih* Whatfatisfaftioncanftthou haue to night? 

Ro. Th’exchangebfthylouesfaithfull vow for mine. 

It*. Igaue thee mine defore thou didft requeftit; 

And yeti wouldit were to giue againe.' * 

Ro. Wouldft thou withdraw it,for what purpofeloue? 
lu. But to befrankeand cine it thee againe. 

And yet I wifh but for the thing I. haue, 4 

My bpunty isas boundlefle as'the fea. 

My loueasdeepe,themoreIgiueto thee 
T hemore I haue,for both are infinite; 

I hearc fomenoyfe-vvithin.deare loue adue: 

Anon good Nurfe, fweete CMotmtague be true; 

5tay but alittle,I will come againe. 

Ro. O blefledblelfed night,Iamafeard 
Being in nigh t,all this is but a drcame. 

Too flattering fwecttobefubftantiall. 

1h. Three words dearc Romeo^nd goodnight indeed. 

If that thy ben t ofloue be honorable, 

Thy purpofe marriage, fend me word to morrow, 

Bv 




ofJtomeo and Juliet , 

By one that ile procure to come to thee. 

Where and what time thou wilt perforate the right. 

And all my fortunes at thy foote lie lay, 

Andfollo w thee my L.throughout the world. Madam. 
Icome,anon:but if thou meaneft not well, 

I doe befeech thee(by and by I com e) Madam, 

To ceafe thy ftrife,and leaue me to my griefe, 

Tomorrow will 1 fend. 

Ro, Sothriuemy foule. 

In. A thoufand times goodnight. 

Ro. A thoufand times the worfc te want thy light, 

Loue goes toward loue as fchooleboyes from their bookes 
But loue from loue, toward fchoole with heauy lookes. 

Enter Iuliet againe. 
lu. Hift^w^hiftjOforafalknersvokc, 

To lure thisTaflell gentle backe againe. 

Bondage is hoarfe.and may notfpeakealoude, 

Elfe would I tcare the Caue where Eccho lies. 

And make her ayry tongue more hoarfe,then 
With repetition of my Romeo, 

Ro. Itis my foule that calls vpon my name^ 

How filuerfweet.foundlouers tongucsby night. 

Like fofteft Muficke to attending ear es. 

In. Romeo. 

Rom. MyNeece. 
lul. What a clock to morrow 
Shall I fend to thee? 

Ro. Bythehoureof nine. 
hit. I will not faile,tis twenty yeares till then, 
lhaueforgot why I did call thee backe, 

Ro. Let!mc ftand here till thou remember it. 
lull. I fhallforget, to haue the ftill ftand there, 
Rcmembring how I loue thy company, 

Ro. And lie ftill ftay ,to haue thee ftill forget. 

Forgetting any other home but this. 






X. 

A 



/«//. Tis almoft morning, I would haue thee gone^ 
And yet no farther then a wantons bird, 



That 
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T he moU la menUhle T rage die 

That lets it hop a little from his hand. 

Like a poore prifoner in his twilled giues,' 

And with a filken chred plucks it backe againe^ 

So louing Iealous of his liberty. 

RomX would I were chy bird. 

1st, Sweet fo would I, 

Yet I fhould kill thee with much chcr j/hing: 

Good night, goodnight. 

Ro. Parting is fuch iweeteforrow. 

That l fhall lay goodnight, till it be morrow. 

/«. Sleepe dwell vpon thine eyes,peacein thy bread. 

Rom. Would I were fleepe and peace fo fwcete to reft 
The gray eydemornc fmiles on the frowning night, 
Checkring the Eaflcrne Clouds with llreakes ©f li«>ht 
And darkneflefiedceld like a drunkard reeles, & * 

From forth dayes pathway,made by Titans wheeles 
Hence will lto my ghoflly Friers clofcccll, 
jHis helpe to craue,and my dearehap to tell. 



Exit, 

Enter Frier alone with a basket. 

Fri. Thegrcyeydemomclmiles onthefrown('ngni?hr 
Checkring the Eafterne Cloudcs with flrcaks of light: ° 
And fleckeld darknefle like a drunkard reeles, 

F rom forth daies path.and T 'tans burning wheeles: 

Now ere the Sun aduance his burning eve. 

The day to cheere,and nights dankedevv to dry, 

3 mull vpfil! this ofier cage of ours. 

With baleruii weedes.and precious iHi'cedflowers, 

The earth chat’s natures mother is her tombe, 

A What is her burying graue,that is her wombe: 

Andfrom her worn be children of diuers kind 
V V c fucking on her naturall bofomc find: 

IVlany for many vertues excellent: 

None butfor lomr, and yet all different. 

O mickle is the powerfull grace that lies 
In Plants, hearbsjUones, and their true qualities: 

• For 



of^meo and lulled 

For nought To vile, that on the earth doth Hue, 

But to the earth fome fpeciall good doth giue: 1 
Nor ou^htfo good,but llraind from that faire vfe, 
Reuolts^from true birth,flumbling on abufe. 

Vertu e it felfe turnes vice being mifappfied. 

And vicefometimc by a&ion dignified. 

Enter Romeo. 

Within the infant rinde of this weake flower 
Poyfon hath refidencc,and medicine power: 

Forthis being (melc *with that part,cheares each part. 

Being tailed flayes all fence with the heart. 

Two fuch oppofed Kings encampe them Hill, 

In man as well as hearbes, grace and rude wills 
And where the worfer is predominant. 

Full foone the Canker death cates vp that Plant. 

Ro: Good morrow father. 

Fr. Benedicite, 

What early tongue fo fweete faluteth mef 
Youngfonne,it argues adillemperedhcd. 

So foone tobid goodmorrow to thy bed: 

Care keepeshis watch in euery old mans eye. 

And where Carelodges,fleepc will neuer lye: 

•But where vnbrufed youth with vnfluft braine 
Doth couch his liras, there golden fleepe doth raigu s 
Therefore thy earlineffe doth me aflure, 

T hou art vproufd with feme diflempratute: 

Or if not fo.then here I hit it right. 

Our Romeo hath not beene inbed to night. 

Ro, That lafl is true,the fweeter red was mine# 

• Fn. God pardon fin, waft thou with Rofalme? 

AW. With Rofaline^vay ghoflly father no, 

I naueforgot that name,and that names woe. 

Rji. T hats my good fon, but where haft thou beene then?' 
Ro. lie tell thee ere thou aske it me agen: 
lane beene feaftmg with mine enemie, 

V V her on a fudden one hath wo un ded me:* 

£ Thats 



T be moHfamen tableT ragedie 

Thats by me wounded.both our remedies 
Within thy helpeand holy phificke lies: 

1 beare no hatred bleftcd manjfor loe 
My intercesfion likewife heads my foe* 

Fri. Be plaine good Tonne and homely in thy drift 
Ridling confesfion,findes but ridling lhrift. * 

Rom. Then plainely know my harts deareloueis fet 
On the faire daughter of rich Capuleti 
As mine on bers,fo hers is fet on mine 
And all conibind,faue what thoumuft combine 
By holy marriage: when and where, and how, 

V Ve met, we wooed,and made exchange of vow{ 

He tell thee as we pafle,but this I pray. 

That thou confen c to marrie vs to day. 

Fri, Holy %, Francis what a change is here? 

Is Rofalme that thou didft loue fo deare , 

So foone forfaken?young mens loue then lies 
Not truely in their hearts, but in their eyes. 

Iefu UMaria,w hat a deale of brine 
Hath wafht thy fallow cheekes for Rofalinef 
How much fait water thrownc away in waft, 
Tofeafonloue thatofitdothnottaft. 

The Sun not yet thy fighes,fromheauen cleares 
Thy old grones yet ringing in my auncient eares: 

Lo here vpon thy cheeke the ftainedoth fit, 

Of an old tearc that is not wafht offyet. 

If ere thou waft thy felfe,and chele woes thine^ 

Thou and thefe woes, were all for Rofalme, 

And art thou chang’ d/pronounce this fentence thenj 
Women may fall, when thers no ftrength in men. 

Ro * Thou chidfl me oft forlouing Rofaiine. 

Fri. Fordoting.not for louingpupill mine. 

Ro. Andbadft me bury loue. 

Fri * Notin a grime, 

To lay one in, an other out to haue. 

Ro. Ipray thee chid wnenot,her Ilouenow 
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Doth grace for gr ace, and loue for loue alow: 

The other did not fo. 

Fri, Ofhe knew well,’ 

Thy loue did read by rote.thatcould norfpcllj 
But come young wauerer,come goe with me. 

In onerefpeft He thy aflillant be: 

For this alliance may fo happy proue. 

To turneyour houfholds rancor to pure loue. 

Rom , O let vs hence, I ftand on fudden haft* 

Fri. Wifely and flow, they ftumble that run faft. 

Exeunt', 

Enttr Benuolio an& Mcrcutio. 

Men. Where the deu’lefhould this Romeo be? came hcc not 
home to night? 

Ben. Not to his fathers,I fpoke with his man* 

Mer, Why that fame pale hard hearted wench,that Rofalme 
Torments him fo, that he Will fure run mad, 

Ben. T tbalt , the kinfman to old Qapulet , hath fent a letter to 
his fathers houfe, 

Mer, A challenge on my life* 

Fen-. Romeo will anfwere it* 

Mer, Any man that can write may anfwere a letter*' 

Fen. Nay,he will anfwere the letters maifter how he dares 
being dared. 

CMer, Alas poor c Romeo ,hee is already dead, ftabd with a 
white wenches blacke eye.runne through the eare with a loue 
Jong the very pmne of his heart , cleft with the blinde 
fhf °^ es but -fhaft, and is hee a man to encounter Ti~ 



IW.Why what hTihlci 
tatneofr' lC ^inceofCats.Oh hees thecouragiouscap 
time difin om P ementS: ^ e fights asyou fing pnckfong,keep: 

& he thhS 1 pW P°r tl0nM rcfts his minum refts ^" e twe 
a dual ft ili JT b ° foffieuhe vct T butcher of a filke buttor 

firft and fecond r ’ a f Ge ^ raanof the very firft houfe of th< 
iecond caufe, ah the rmmortall Paftado,the Punto re 

R a uerfi 



o 



The m oft lamentable Tr age die 

sierfo,thc Hay. 

Ben, The what? 

Mer. The Pox of fuch antique lifping affcffing P hant a 
cies,thefe new tuners of accent j by lefu a very coodbhi 
very tall man, a very good whore. VV hy is not tins a lamcw 
ble thing grandfir,that we fhould be thus afH>£fcd with thet 
ftrang^fliesxheiefafbton mongers, thefe pardon nices J‘ 
fland fo much on theraew forme, that they can not’S 
eafe ©ntheoid bench. O their bones,their bones, * 
Enter Romeo. 

’Ben. Here comes Romeo, here conics Romeo. 

Mer . Without his Roc, h'keadrycdHerin^OflefhM 

how art thou fiftiified'now is hefor the niibcfs r hat Petrarch 
flowed in: Laura to his Lady, was a kitchiri wench.marrje (lit 
had a better lone to berime her : Dido a dowdie , Cleopatrai 
Gipfie, Hel/en and Hero 3 hild.ings and harlot^ Thishea »iev 
eic or fo but not to the purpcfe.Sigmor/W^ ^tlferes 
a rrench faluiatjon to your french flop:yougaue vs the< 
terfeitfairely Jaft night. 



ecoun- 



Rom. Good morrow to you both , what counterfeit did I 
giueyour 

Mer. The flip fir, the flip, can you not conceiue? 
Romeo. Pardon good Mercntio., my bufinelte was great, and 
in fuch a cafe as mine, a man may liraine curtefie. 

Mer , i T hats as much -as to fay , fuch a cafe as yours con* 
Arams a man to bow in the hams. 

#e«m>,Meaning to curfie. 

Mer . T hou half tnoft kindly hit it, 

Rom. A moftcurteousexpolition. 

Mer. Nay I am the very pincke of curtefe. 

Romeo, p inck for flower. 

Mer. Right, 

Rom, Why then is my pump well flowerd, 
tJWer. Sure wit, follow me this ieaft , now till thou hall 
worne outthy purap,that when the Angle foie of it is wornc, 
she ieaftmay remaine after the wearing, foly' fingular. 

Re, 0 



of^onteo and luliet. 

Eo O finele folde ieaft , foly fingular for the fingleneffe, 
Mer. Come betweene vs good Bemolio, my wits faints; 

Ro Swits and fpurs,fwits and fpurs.or lie crie a match. 

Mer. Nav, if our wits run the wild goofe chafe, I am done; 
For thou lull more of the wild goofe in one of thy wits, then 
I am Cure I haue in my whole flue. Was I with you there for 

^ i?l°Thou waft neuer with mee for any thing!, when thou 
Wall: not there for the goofe, 

Mer, I will bite thee by the eare for that ieaft. 

Ro. Nay good goofe bite not. 

Mer . Thy wit is a very bit ter fweting,it is a moft fliarp fawce^ 
Ro. And is it not weil feru’d into a fweet goofe* 

Mer. Oh here’s a wit of Cheuerell, that llretches from an 
ynch narrowjtoan ell broad, 

Ro. I ftretch it out for that word, broad,which added to the 
goofe, proues thee farre and wide, a broad goofe, 

Mer. V V by is not this better now, then groningfor loue, 
now art thou fociable,now art thouRemeomow attthou what 
thou art ,by art as well as by nature, for this driueling loue is 
like a great Natural! , that runs lolling, vp and downe to hide 
bis bableinahole, 

Ben. Stop there, flop there, 

Mer. Thoudefireft me to flop in my tale againft the haire, 
Ben, Thou wouldft elfe haue made thy tale large, 
xJf&r.O thou art deceiu’d, I would haue made itfhortfor I 
was come to the whole depth of my tale,and meant indeed to 
occupie the argument no longer. 

Ro. Her es goodly geare. Enter Nnrfe and her mam, 

Aiayle, afayle. < 

■^er.TwOjtwo, a fhirt and a fmocke. 

A’ nr, Peter ; 

Beier. Anon, 

AV. My fan Peter. 

^r.Good Peter to hide herfacc,for her fans the fairer facej 
Nr-rf God ye goodmorrow Gentlemen. 

E 3 ■ Mer. God 



T be moft lamentable Tragedi* 

Mer God ye goodenfaire Gentlewoman*' 

Nw* Is it good den.? 

Mer. Tis no lcffe I tell you,for the bawdy hand of the d vail 
is now vpon the pricke of noone* ' dU 

N ur. Out vpon you, what a man arc you? 

Ro. One Gentlewoma,that God bath made, himfelfe tomar 

Nur. By my troth itis well faid, for himfelfe to mar quath a- 

getleme ca any of you tel me wherl may find the yongiW 
Ro* I can tell you, but young Romeo will be older when you 
haue found him, then he was when you fought Inm • I am f 
youngeft of that name, for fault of a worfe,° ra * lail,t,lc 

N«r. You fay well, 

Mer. Yea is the word wel,very wel took,ifaith,wif ly, wifely; 
N«r*If you be he fir,I defire fome confidence with you, ; * 
*Ben, She will endite him to fome fupper. 

Mer . A baud, abaud,abaud,Soho* 

Ro. What haft thou found? 

Mer. No ‘hare fir, vnlefteaharefir in a lenten pie, thatis 
fomething ftale and hoare ere it be fpent. 

An old hare hoare, and an old hare hoare is verygoodmeatin 

lent. 

But a hare that is horeistoomuchforafcore,whenithorcs 
ere it be fpent, 

Romeo will you come to your fathers ? weele to dinner thither. 
Ro. Iwillfollowyou. 

Mer . Farewell auncient Lady, farewell Lady, Lady, Lady,' 

I pray you fir,what faweic merchant was this that was 
fo full of hisroperie? 

, Romeo * A Gentleman Nurfe , that loues to heare himfelfe 
talke , and will fpeakc more in a minute , then he will Hand to 
in a moneth. 

N*r. And a ipeake any thing againft me,IIe take him down, 
and a wereluftier then he is, and twentie fuch lacks s and if I 
cannot,ilefindethofethatftiall : feuruie knaue, I am none 
of his flurt gilsjlamnone of hisskaines matcs.and thou mull 

ftand 
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of (Romeo and hliet : 

{land by too and fuffer euery knaue to vfemee at his plca- 

Ifaw no man vfeyou at his pleafurefif I had,my wea- 
pon ihould quickly haue been out, I warranty on, I dare draw 
aflbone as another man, if 1 fee occafion in a good quarrell,and 
the law on my fide* 

Nur, Now afore God, I am fo vext, that euery part about 
me quiuers,skuruy knaue. *pray you fir a word: and as I told 
you,my young Lady bidrae enquireyou out, what fhe bid me 
fay ,1 will keepe to my felfetbut firft let me tell ye, if ye fhould 
leade her in a foolcs paradife, as they fay it were a very grofle 
kind of behauiour as they faytfor the Gentlewoman is yong: 
and therefore, if you fhould deale double with her, truelyic 
were an ill thmg to be offered to any Gentlewoman,and very 
weake dealing. 

Rom. Nurfe commend me to thy Lady and MiftrifTe,I pro- 
teft vnro thee* 

N«r. Good heart,and yfaith I will tell her as much: Lord,’ 
Lord fhe will bee a ioy full woman. 

Ro. What wilt thou tell her Nurfe? thou doeftnotmarke 
me? 

N*r. I will tell her fir,that you doe proteft, which as I take 
it,is a Gentlemanlike offer, (noone 

Rom. Bid her deuifefomemeanes to come to fhrift this after* 
And there fhe fhall at Frier Lawrence Cell 
Bcfhriuedandmarried:here is for thy paines. 

Nw. No truly fir not a penny* 

Jiom, Go too,! fay you ihall. 



Farewell be truftie and He quite thy paines: 

farewell, commend me to thy Miftrefle. 



iNar. i his atternoone fir, well fhe ihall be there. 
, Ro ™' % E°°d Nurfe behind the Abbey wall ’ 

W ithm this houre my man fliall be with thee 1 * 

And bring thee cords made like a tackled ftaire 
Wmchtothe hightop gallant of my ioy. * 

iVlultbcmvconuoviiirhpr P ^f, • ■ 1 



-» Li *> 



Nw. Now 



Iff 

s 



T he mofk lamentable Tra gddie 

Nurfe, Now God in heauen blefle thee.harke vou ITi-t 
Ro. What faift thoumy deare Nurfe? 

Nurfe. Is your man fecret, did you Here here fay twomav 
kecpe counfell putting one away* ’ ' 

Ro, V V arrant thee my mans as true as fteele. 

Nur. Well fir, myMiftnfleis the fweeteft Lady, Lord 
Lord,when twas a little prating thing.© thereis a Noble man 
.in towns one Pans, that would fainelay knife aboord .-but Ihc 
good foule had as leeue fee a tode,a very rode as fee him:I an- 
ger her fometimes,and tell her that Pam is the properer man 
but lie warant you, when I fay fo,(hee lookes as paleas any 
, clout in the veriall world, doth not Rofcmarie and Romeo be- 
gin both with a letter? 

Ro, 1 Nurfe,what of that? Both with an R, 

Nur.h mocker thats the dogsname*/?. is for the no, I know 
it begins with fomeother letter,and fhe hath the prettieft fen- 
tentious of it, of you and Rofemary,that it would do you good 
-£o heare it. 

Rom. Commendme to thy Lady* 

Nur. Ia thoufand tim es’Petcri 
^et. Anon* 

Nur, Before and apace. 

Exit 



Enter Iuliet. 

/«. The clocke ftrooke nine when I did fend theNurfe # 
In halfeanhourelhe promifed to returne. 

Perchance fhe cannot mcete him, thats notfo: 

Oh fhe is lams.loues heraulds fhould be thoughts, 
Which ten times Lifter glides then theSunnesbeamesj 
Drilling back ihadowes.ouerlo wring hills. 

Therefore do nimble pinionddoues drawloue. 

And therefore hath che wind-fwift Cupid wings; 

Nowis theSunvponthe hightnoft hill 
Ot thisdaiesiourney, and from nine till twelue, 

Is three long bourcs,v et lhe is not come. 

Had file affcfiions and wanne youthful! bloud. 
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She would be as fwift in motion as a ball,' 

My wordsvvoold bandy herto myfweetelouc. (dead,' 

M. And his to me.but oldfolkes,many faineas they were 
Vnwieldi c ,flow,heauy, and pale as lead. 

Enter Nurfe > 

O God flie comes, O hony Nurfe what newes?. 

Haft thou met with him?fend thy man away. " 

Nur, Peter ftay at the gate, 

lu, Now good fweet Nurfe,0 Lord,why lookeft thou fadi 
Though newes.be fad,yet tell them merily. 

If good thou fhameft themufickeoffweete newes, 

By playing it to me, with fo fower a face* 

Nur, I am a weary, giue me leaue a while, 
fie how my bones ake,what a launce haue I had? 

Ik, I would thou hadft my bones, and I thy newest 
. Nay come I pray thee fpeake, good good X urfefpeake, 

Nur, Iefu what haft, can you not ftay a while.? 

Do you not fee that I am out of breath? 



To fay to me, that thou art out of breath? 

The excufe that thou doftmake in this delay, 

Is longer then the talc thou doft excufe* 

Is thy newesgood orbad?anfwereto that. 

Say either and lie ftay the circumftance: 

Letme befatisfied,ifl good or bad? 

Nur. W el, you haue made a Ample choice, you know not 
now co chufe a mm-.Romeo,no not he though his face bee bet- 
InVJr f ymans^ethislegexcels all mens, andforahand 
andafooteand a body though they be not to be talktoii.yejt 
t heyue paft compare^ is not the flower of curtefie, but lie 

God Wlnr hf » entle asa Lamme:gothy waies wench, feme 
God. What haue you mndear home? 

lthis did I know before 

What faies he ofour marriage, what ofthatt* 

ivw.Lord how ray head akcs,whata head haue I* 

It beates as it would fall in twenty peeces. 

« F 



My 



Yhe mofilamentalle Tragedie ' 

Mybactea tother fide,amy backe,my backe: 

Befhrew your heart for fending meabout 
To catchmy death withiaunfingvp and downed 
In. I faith lam forrie that thou art not well. 

Sweete lweete,fweete Nurfe, tell me what faycsmy louef 
Your lone faies like an honeft Gentleman, 

And a courteous,and a kind, and a handfome. 

And 1 warrant a vertuous,whereis your mother? 

/». Where is my mother, why ihe is within, where Ihouldlhe 
How odly thoureplieft: ^,e? 

Your loue faies like an honeft gentleman. 

Where is your mother^ 

N*r. O Gods Lady deare. 

Are you fo hot,marrie come vp I trow. 

Is this thepcultisfor my aking bones: 

Henceforward do your mefl'ages your felfe. 

luli. Hercsfucha coile,come whatfaiesifotf*^ . 

TV, Haue you got leaue to go to ihrift to day? 

Jet, I haue. 

N nr. Then high you hence to Frier Lawrence Cell* 

There ftaies a husband to makeyou a wife: 

Now comes the wanton bioud vpinyourcheekes, . 
Thei’lebeinlcarletftraightatanynewes; 

Hie you to Church,! muftan other way, 

T o fetch a Ladder by the which your Loue 
jVluftchmdeabirds neaft foonewhen it is darke 
1 am the drudge,and toile in your delight: 

But you lhall beare the burthen foone at night* 

Go !le to dinner, hie you to the Cell. 
v In. Hie to high fortune, honeft Nurfe farewell. 

Exeunt, 

Enter Frier and Romeo . 

Eri. So fmiletheheauens vpon this holy aft. 

That after houres,withforrow chide vs not* 

Ro , Amen,amen,butcome whatforrow can. 

It cannot counteruaxle the exchange of.ioy 



That 



of Borneo and IuRet. 

That one lhort ininu te giues me in her fightt 
Do thou but clofc our hands with holy words. 

Then loue-deuouring death doe what he dare, 

It is inough I may but call her mine. ^ ^ 

Pri . T hefc violent delights haue violent cndcs^ 

And in their triumph die like fireand powder ; 

Which as they kifle confume. The fweeteft honey 
Is loathlomcia his owne delicioufneffe. 

And in thetafte confou tides the appetite. 

Therefore loue moderately, long loue doth fo, 

Toofwift armies as tardie as too flow* 

Enter Iuliet* 

Here comes the Lady, Oh fo light a foot 
Will nerc weare outthe euerlafting flint, 

A loueir may beftride the goflamours. 

That y dies in the wanton fommer ay re. 

And yet not fall, fo light is vanitie. 

la. Goodeuen to my ghoftly confeflor. 

In, Romeo lhall thanke thee daughter for vs both. 

In, Asmuch to him,elfeis his thanks too much, 

Ro, Ah luket, if the meafure of thy ioy 
Be heap t like mine, and that thy skill be more 
To blafonit, then fweeten with thy breath 
This neighbour ayre, and let rich mulicke tongue^ 

V nfola the imagin’d happines that both 
lleceiuein cither, by this deare encounter* 

1h. Conceit morerich in matter then in words. 

Brags of his fubftancc , not of ornament, c 

They are but beggers that can count their worth, 

Buc my true loue is growne to fuch excefle, 

I cannot funiyp fumof halfc my wealth. 

Fri. Come,come with mc,andwc will makelbort Vvorke 
Fot by your leaues,you ilia 11 not flay alone. 

Till holy Church incorporate two in one^ 

F 2 
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The moft lamentable Tragedic 

Enter Mercutio,Benuolio,,*W»;«#, 

Ben. I pray thee good Mercutio lets retire 
T he day is hot, the Capds abroad: 

And if we meec, we /hall not fcape a brawl e,for now th<?/% i 1rt , 
dayes, is the mad blood flirting. 10f 

Mer. Thou art like one ol thefe fellowes,that when he en 
ters the confines of aTauerne, daps me his fword vpon the 
table, and fa yes, God fend me no need of thee:and by the 
peration of the ft corn! cup,drawtshim on the Drawer wh™ 
inaeedthcrei>no need. 3 eu 

Ben* Am Hike iuch a fellow? 

Mer. Come, come, thou art as hot a laefce iri thymoode' 
as any in ItaM.av.o afloone moued to be moodfe, and a/ldone 
moodie to be moued, 116 

Ben, Andwhnttoo? 

Mer, Nay and there were two fuch, wee fliouldhatienone 
Shortly for one would kill the other : thou , why thou wilt 
quarrell with a man that hath a hake more , or a hake lefTe m 
hisbeard then thou haft 5 thou wilt quarrell with a man for 
cracking Nuts hauing no other reafon, but beeaufe thou haft 
hafcl eyes .- what eye, but fuch an eye, would fpieout fuch a 
quarrel'thy head is as ful of cjuarrels,as an eggeis ful ofmeit 
and yet thy head hath bin beaten as addle as an e°-o- e for quar* 
reding: thou haftquareid with aman for coffin<nn the ftreet 
beeaufe he hath wakened thy dog thathath lain?aflecpein the 
fun. Did ft thou not fad out wi . h a tailor ,for wearing his.new 
doublet before Eaftertwith another, for tying his new /hoes 
With old riband, & yet thou wilt tutor mec from quarrelling 
Ben. And I were fo apt to quarelas thou art, any man lhouki 
buj thefee-fimpleof mylife, for anhoureanda quarter. 

Mer, Thefee-fimple,Ofimple. 

Enter Ty bal t,Pe truch \o } and other?. 

Ben, By my head here Comes t he Capnlets. 

Mer. By my heele I care no t, 

Tjbah. Follow me clofe,for I will fpeaketo them. 
Gentlemen, Good den,a word with one of you. 

Men 
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of (Romeo andluliet. 

Mer. And but one word with one of vs? couple it with foaj- 
thing,make it a word and a blow » 

Ti.Vou fhall findme aptinough to that fir, and you wil giue 
tneoccafion. 

CMercnt, Could you not take fome occafion without gi- 
uing? 

Tt- Mercutio thou conforteft with Romeo. 

Mer. Conlbrt,what doft thou make vs Minftrcls? 5 c thou 
make Minftrcls of vs, looke to heare nothing but difeords, 
heeres my fiddlefticke , hecrcs that fhall make youdaunce: 
zounds confort, 

Ben. Wc tallce here in the publike haunt of men: 

Either withdraw vnto fome priuate place, 

Or reafon coldly ofyour greuances: 

Or elfe depart, here alleies gaze ®n vs. 

Men Mens eyes were made to looke, and let them gaze, 

I will not budge for no mans pleafure I» 

Enter Romeo. 

Tt. Well peace be with you fir,here comes my man? 
Mer, But Ilebehangdfirifheweareyourliueryi 
Marry go before to field, heele be your follower. 

Tour worlhip in that fenfe may call him man. 

Ttb-RomeojEe loue I beare thee,can affoord 
No better teime then this:thou art a villaine. 

fo- Tibatt y the reafon that 1 haue to loue thee. 

Doth much excufe the appertaining rage 
To fuch a greeting: villaine ami none. 

Therefore fare well 1 fee thou knowell me not, 

~,f*‘ ® 0 ) r i t his fhall not excufe the iniuries 
T iat thou half done me therefore turne and draw, 
lie. I doproteft Ineuer iniured thee, 

Bu t Joue thee better th en thou canft deuife: 

1 ill thou /halt know the reafon of my loue. 

And fo good Capn/et ,which namel tender 

As dearcly as mv owne,be fatisfied, 

Mer. Ocaline,difhonourable,vilefubmisfioni . 

F 3 Am 
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T he tnoft lamentable Tragedie 

Alla ftmAtho carries it away, 

2'#£<*/* J youratcacther > wiH you walkcf 

7*. What moulds thou haue with tnef 

M t Good King of Cats, no thing but one ofyournineli 
aes, that 1 meane to make boldwithally&asyouftiallvfemc 
hereafter dry beate the reft of the eight .Will you pluck your 
fword out ofhisf tidier by the eares fmakcfeaflJeaft mine be 
about youreares «re itbeout. 

Ti. I am for yon. 

Ro. Gentle CMcrcutioyput thy Rapier vp. 

Mer. Come firyourPaflado. 

Ro. Draw 'BemtoliofioeaX downe their weapons. 
Gentlemen, for lhame forbeare this outrage, 
Ttbalt,Merctttio,t\\e. Prince exprefly hath . 

Forbid bandying in Verona ftreetes. 

Hold good Mercutio, 

Away 7ibalc. 

Mer. I am hurt. 

A plague a both houfeS,Iam fped. 

Is he gone and hath nothing? 

Ben. VVhatartthou hurt? 

Olier. I, I, a fcratch ,a fcratch, marry tis ifiough^ 

Where is my PagePgoe villaine fetch a Surgeon. 

Ro, Courage man,rhe hurt cannot be much. 

C^fe^.No tisnotfo deepe as a well, nor so wide as a Church 
doore,but tisinough, twill feruejaske for rne.to morrow, and 
you fliall find me a graue man. I am peppered 1 warrant, for 
this world, a plague a both your houfes, founds a dog, a rat, a 
nioufe, a cat to fcratch a man to death, a braggart , a rogue, a 
villaine, that fights bythebookc of ar-ithmetick, why the 
deu lecameyou betweene vs?I was hurt vnder your arme. 

Ro, I thought allforthcbeft. 

iMcr. Helps ms into fome houCcBeimo/io, 

Or 



of (Romeo and Juliet • 

Or I fliall faint, a plague a both your houfcC 
They haue made wormes meat of me, 

I haue it,and foundly to your houfes. 

Exit 

Ro, This Gentleman the Princes neare alie. 

My very friend hath gott his mortall hurt 
In ray behalfe, my reputation ftaind 
^N'nhTibalts flaunder,7i^/t that an houre 
Hath beene ray Cozin,0 fwcet/a/kf, 

Thy beauty hath made me effeminate, 

Andinmy temper loftned valours ftecle. 

Enter Benuolio. 



Ben, O Romeo Romeo, braue Mercutio is dead, 

T hat gallant fpirit hath afpir dthe Cloudes, 

Which too vntitnely here did fcorne the earth. 

Ro, This daiesblaekefate,on mo daies doth depend, 
Thisbutbegins.thewo others muft end. 

Ben. Here comes the furious T. ibalt backe againe. 

Ro, He gon in triumph and Mercutio flame. 

Away to heauenrefpeftiue lenitie. 

And fier and fury, be my condu ft now. 

Now 71^4/1 take the villaine back againe, 

Thatlate thou gaueft me, for Mercutios foule 
Is but a little way aboue our heads. 

Staying for thine to keepe him companie: 

Either thou or I,or both, muft goe with him. 

71. Thou wretched boy that didftconfort him here 

Shalt with him hence. * 



x nis lnaii determine tnat. 



They fight .Tibalt falles, ■ 

Ben, Romeo, away begone: 

The Citizens are vp,and7lWr flaine^ 

Stand not amazed, the Prince will doome thee death 
ft thou art taken, hence begone away. 









Rome. O 



\ 
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The mo$t lame nt able Tragedie 

Ro. O I am fortunes foole. 

’Ben, Why doft thou ft ay? 

m ' Rom "' 

Cm, Which way ran he that kild C Mercado* 

Ttbalt that murtherer, which way ran he? 

Bern. There lies that Ttbalt. 

C«/'. Vp fir go with me: 

I charge thee in the Princes name obey. 

Enter Prince, aid Mountague,Capulct, 
their wines and all, 

Trin, VVhere are the vile beginners of this fray; 

Ben. O Noble Prince, I can difeouer all: 

The vnluckicmannagcof this fatall brail. 

There lies the manflaine by young Romeo, 

That flew thy kinfman braue Mercutio, 

Capa Wi, Ttbalt, vay Cozin.O myrbrothers child, 

O Prince, O Cozin^husband.O thebloud is fpild 
Of mydeare kinfman, Prince as thou art true. 

For bloud of ours, (head bloud ofMountague. 

O Cozin,Cozin, 

Brin. Benuoltojfsho began this bloudy fray? 

Ten. 'Tib alt here Haiti e,whotn Romeos hand did flay. 

Romeo that fpoke him faire.bid him bethinke 
Ho wmice the quarrel! was,and vrg’d withal! 

Your high difpleafure all this Vttered, 

With gentle breath, calnielooke.knceshumbly bowed 
Could not take truce witli the Vnruly fpleene 
OtTybalt dcafe to peace, but that he tilts 
WithPeircing fleeleat bold Mercutios breafl. 

Who all as hot, turtles deadly point to point. 

And with a Martial! fcorrue,with one hand beates 
Cold death afide. and v\ ith the other fends 
It back to Ttbalt, whofe dexterity 
Retorts ityRomeo he cries aloud. 

Hold friends, friends part,and fwifxer then his tongue, 




vf^omeo and Iuliet^ 

His aged arme beats downe their fatall points. 
And twixt them ruffies, vnderneth whofe arme, 1 
An enuious thruft from7i^/r,hit the li fe 
Of flou t Mercutio, and then T tbalt fled, 

Butby and by comes backe to Romeo , 

Who had but newly entertained reuenge. 

And toote they goe likelightning,for ere I 
Could draw to part thenr,was flout 7;^/: flaine: 
And asheiell, did Romeo turne and flie, 

This is the truth,or let Benmho die, 

Ca, Wt, He is a kinfman to the Momtague , 
Affe&ion makes him falfe,hc fpeakes not true: 
Some twenty of them fought in this blackc ftrife, 
And all thofe twenty co uld bu t kill one fife, 

3 beg forluflice which thou Princemuflgiue: 
Romeo flew Ttbalt, Romeo muft no t hue, 

Prin . Romeo flew liim,he flew Mercutio, 

Who now thepriceofhis deare bloud doth owe. 
Cap. Not Romeo Pnnce,he was Mercutios hiend. 
His fault concludes, but what the law fhould end. 
The life oiTibalt. 



Trin. And for that offence. 

Immediately we doeexilehiia hence: 

I haue an in terefl in your hearts proceeding. 1 
My bloud for your rude brawles doth lie a bleeding* 
But He amerce you withfoftrongafine, 

I hat you fhall all repent the Ioffe ofmine* 

It will be deafe to pleading and excufes. 

Nor teares,nor prayers fliall purchafe outabufe $. 
Therefore vfe none,let Romeo hence in haft, 

Elfe when he is found, that houre is his lafl. 
oeare hence this body,and attend our will, 

Mercy but murders,pardoning thofe that kill. 



r .. Enter Juliet alone, 

Oallopapace,you fiery footed fleedes, 

G 



Exit 

Towards 
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The mi ft lament able T rage die 

Towards Phabus lodging, fuch a wagoner 
As Phaeton would whip you to the weft 
And bringin clowdie night immediately; 

Spread thy clofccurtaincloue-performingnight' 

1 hat runnawayes eyes may wincke,and Romeo * 

Leape to cuefe armes 5 vntalkt of and vnfeene 
Louers can fee to doe theiratnorous rights. 

And by their owne beauties, orif leu e be blind, 

Ic bed agrees with nigh t, come ciuill ni<?ht 
Thou fober luted matron all in blacke, ° * 

Andlearneme how to loofe a winning match, 

Plaid for a paire of ftainlefle maidenhoods, * 

Hood my vnmand blood baydng in my checkes ’ 

With thy blacke mantle, till llrange lone grow bold 
Thinke true lone ailed Ample modeftie; * 

Come night, come Romeo, come thou day in ni^ht. 

For thou wilt lie vpon the wingsof ni^ht, ° 

Whiter then new fnow vpon aRaucns backe: 

Come gentle night, come louing blackbrowd night* 

Giue n^e my Romeo , and when I ftiall die, 

T ake him and cut him out in little ftarres 
And he will make the face of heauen io fine ’ 

That all the world will be in loue with nFht* 

And pay no worfhip to thegariQi Sun. ° 

O I haue bought the manlion of alone. 

But not pofleft it, and though lam fold. 

Not yet enioyd, fo tedious is this day, 

As is the night before fomefeftiuall. 

To an impatient child that hath new robes 
And may not weare then?, O here comes my Nurfe; 

• Enter Nurfe with cords , 

And die bring newes and euery tongue that fpeaks 
But Romeos name, fpeakes hcauenly eloquence.* 

N ovv Nurfe, what newes? what half chou there. 

The cords that Romeo bid thee fetch/ 

Nw. r; 
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of (Romeo and Juliet; 

NV. I, I, the cords. 

Juliet. Ay me,what newes? w 
N«r. A weladay,hees dead.l 
Weare vndone Lady,wcarc vndone. 

A lacke the day, hees is gone, hces kild, hees dead. 

In. Can heauen be foenuious. 

Nut, Romeo can. 

Though heauen cannot. O Romeo ,Romeo f 
Who cuer would haue thought it Romeo. 

In. What diuell art thou, that doll torment me thus? 

This torture fhould be rored in difmall hell. 

Hath Romeo flame himfelfe? fay thou but I, 

And that bare vowell 1 lhali poyfon more 
Then th e death-darting eye of Cockatrice, 

I am not I, if there be fuch an I. 

Or tliofe eyes fhot,that makes thee anfwere I; 

If he be llaine fay I, or if not, no, 

Bricfe, founds, determine my wealc or wo, 

N«r; Ifawthew'Ound,Ifawitvrithmineeyes,' 

God faue themarke, here on his manly bre ft, 

A piteous coarfe, a bloody piteous coarfe, 

Pale, pale as afh'es, all bedawbde in blood. 

All in gore blood, I founded at the light, 

/#,Obreakemy heart, poorebanckroutbreake at once, 

To prifon eyes, nere looke on libertie. 

Vile earth to earth refigne,end motion here. 

And thou and Romeo prefle on heauie beare, 

N»r. O Tybalt , Tybalt, the bell friend I had, 

O curteous7y^4/r It on eft Gentleman, 

Thateuer 1 fliouldliueto fee thee dead, v N 

/«, VVhatftormeis this that blowesfocontrarie? ^ 

IsAWfcflaughtred? and is Tybalt dead? 

Aly dear ft Cozen, and my dearer Lord, 

Then dreadfullTrumpet found the generalldoome. 

For who is liuing, if thofe two are gone? 

G 2 Nur, Tybalt. 



hydoft thou wring thy hands? 
hces dead, hees dead. 
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The [fnoft lamentable Tragedie ' 

TSuKTjh/tis gone, and Romeo banilhed, 

Romeo that kiid ttim he is banished, 

O God, did&MMi hand flied Tybaltsb\oo& 

It did, it did, alas the day, it did, 

N*r. Oferpcnt heart, hid with a flowrin^face 
ht. Did euer dragon keepe fo faire a Cauc? * 
beautiful] tyrant, fiend angelical!: 

J Sv?dru? effath ^ 1 Rau ^ n > wol «i^-rauening lamBe. 
Dcfpifedfubflanceof diumeftlhow: ° 3 

luft oppofite to whatthou iufilyfecm’ft, 

A dimme faint, an honourable villaine: ' 

0 Nature, what hadft thou to doe in hell 
When thou didft 6ower thefpiritof a fiend 
3n mortal! paradife of fuch fweetflelh; 

Vvaseuei oooke containing liich vile matter 
So fairely bound? O that deceit lliouid dwell 
In fuch a gorgeous Pallace. 

N#r. There* no trull, no faith, no honeftie in men. 

All periurde, all forfworne.all naught, all diflembler*; 

Ah wheres my man? giue me fome Aqua-vita:; 

1 hefe griefes, thefe woes, thefe forrowes make me old. 
Shame ccmc to Romeo, 

hu Biifiered be thy tongue 
Pot fuch 3 ivifhy hc Weis not borne to fimme* 

V pon his brow fhame isalham’d to fit: 
for tis a thioane where honour may be crotvnd 
Sole Monarch of the vniuerfall earth, 

0 what a heart was I to chide at him; 

Nar. Will you fpeake well of him that kild your cozin; 
lu. Shaill fpeakeill of him that is my husband? 

Ah pooremylord, what tonguelhallfmooth thynaroe, 
When I thy three hom es wife haue mangled it? ' 

But wherefore villaine didft thou kill my Cozin? 

1 hat villaine cozin would haue kild my husband: 

Backe fooiiih teares, backetoyournatiuefprint;. 

Your tributarie drops belong to woe. 

Which 



of fyweo and lulieh 

VVhich you miftaking offer vp to ioy» 

My husband hues that Tthalt would haue flaine. 

And Ttb alts dead that would haue flame my husb and: 

All this is comfort, wherefore wcepel then: 

Some words there was worfer then Ttbalts death 
That murdred me,I would forget itfaine, 

Butohitprelfes to my memory, 

Like damned guilty deedes to (inner s minds,' 

Ttbalt is dead and Romeo banifhed: 

That banilhed, that one word baniflied. 

Hath flaineten thoufand !?*&*/«: Ttbalts death 
Was woe inough if it had en ded there: 

Or if fewer woe delights in fellow Ihip, 

And needlywillbc wrankt with other griefes. 

Why followed not when fhe laid Ttbalts dead. 

Thy father or thy mother,nayor both, 

VVhich mo derne lamentation might haue moued. 

But with arearewardfollowing7»Wrj death,. 

Romeo is banilhed to fpeake that word. 

Is father, mother ,7/^A, Romeo y lultet i 
All flaiae,alldead:ifowwis banilhed, 

• There is no end,no limit, meafure, bound. 

In that words death, no, words can that woe found! 

Where is my father and my mother Nurfe? 

Nur. V V eepingand wailing ouer Ttbalts courfe. 

Will you go to them:l will bring you thither. 

/«.VValh they his wounds with tearesJmine fhal be fpenfc 
When theirs are drie,for Romeos banilhment . 

T alee vp thofe cordes,pooreropes you are beguild. 

Both you and 1 forlfoweoisexildj 
Hemadcyouforahigh-way to my bed. 

But I a maide,die maiden widowed. 

Come cord, come Nurfe, He to my wedding bed„ 

Anddeath not Romeo, xzkz my maiden head. 

N ur, Hie to your chamber, He find Romeo ’ 

To comfort you,l wot well where heds; 

G 3 
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Tbemofl lamentable Tragedie 

I'lafke ye, your Romeo will be hearc at ni^ht 
Heto him, he is hid at Laurence Cell. ° 

O find him,giue this Ring to my true Knisflit' c 

And bid him come, to take his lalt fare well, & * 

Enter Frier and Romeo, 

Fri. Romeo come forth, come forth thou fcarfall man" 
Affliction i s enamord of thy parts: 

And thou art wedded to calamitie. 

Ro. Father what nevvesfwhatis the Princes doome; 
What forrow craues acquaintance atmy hand. 

That I yet know not? 

Fri. Too familiar 

Is my deare fonne with fuch fo wre company; 

I bring thee tidings of the princes doomc. 

Re, What leflfe then doomefday is the Princes doomc; 
Fn- A gentler judgement vamflit from his lips. 

Not bodies death, but bodies baniihment. 

Re. Ha,banifliment;beniercifull, fay death: 

For exile hath more terror in his looke, 

Aluch more then death, do not fay banifliment, 

Fri. Here from Verona art thou baniflied: 

Be patient, for theworldis broadand wide, 

Ro. There is no world withoutZ^«ym* walles, 

But purgatorie, torture, hell itfelfe: 

Hence baniflied, is banithtfrem the world. 

And worlds exile is death .Then baniflied. 

Is death, miftearmd,calling death baniflied. 

Thou cutfl: my head off with a golden Axe, 

Andfmilelf vpon theftroke that murders me. 

Fri. O deadly fin,0 rude vnthankefujnelTe, 

Thy fait our law calles death ,but the kind Prince 
Taking thy part , hath r ufht afide the law, 

And turndthat blacke word death to banifliment. 



of (Romeo and luliet. 

This is deare hiercy,and thou feeft it not; 

Ro Tis torture andnotmercy, heauenis here 
Where iuliet lines and euery cat and dog, Jj 

And little moufe, euery vnworthy thing 
Liue herein lieauen and may looke on her. 

But Romeo may not. More validitie. 

More honourable Rate, more courtfhip lines 
In carrion flies, then Romeo'.tFrty may feaze 
On the white wonder of deare lultett hand, 
Andftealeimmortallbleflingfromher lips. 

Who eueninpureand veftall modeflie 
Still blufh,as thinking their o wne kiifes fin . 

This may flies d oe,w hen I from this mull flie, 

Audfaift thouyet,thatexileisnot death? 

ButUwwomay not,heeis banifhed. 

Flies may doe this, but I from this muft flie: 

They are freemen , but I am baniflied, 

Hadll thou no poy fonmixt no fharp ground knife. 

No fudden meane of death,though ncre fo meanc. 

But baniflied to kill me: Baniflied; 

0 Frier, the damned vfe that word in hell: 

Howling attends it, how haft thou the hearc 
Being a Diuine,a ghoftly confefl'or, 

A fin obfoluer,and my friend profeft, 

T o mangle me with that word baniflied; 

Fri, Then fond mad man.heare me a little fpeakc, 

Ro. O thou wilt fpeakeagaine of banifliment, 

Fn, lie giue thee armour to keepe off chat wordj 
Aduerfities fweete milke,Philofophie, 

1 o comfort thee though thou art baniflied.. 

baniflied;. hang vp Philofophie, 

V nleflePhilofophie can make a luhct, 
Hifplantatowne,reuerfeaPrincesdoom«, 

It helpes not ,it preuailes nor, talke no more, 1 

O then 1 fee,thatmadmen haueno cares. 

Ro, 1 low fliould they, when wife men haue no eyes, 

Fri. 
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T he moft lamentable TragtMe 

Tri Let me difpute with thee of thv efW 

Ro. Thou can ft not fpeake of that thou doil not f ce V 
Wert thou as young as 1 JuUet thy loue “ 0t tcele » 

An hour but marncd y Ttbalt murdered * 

Doting like me,and like me BantHied’ 

Then mighteft thou fpeake, * 

Then mighteft thou tearethy hayre, 

And fall vpon the ground as I do now, 

T aking the meafure of an vnmade graue. 

Ent er Nurfe^xd knockes. 

In. Arife one knocks,good Romeo hide t h v fe'tfe' 

u nlcff r the brCath ofhartfi cke grones* 
Mlft-likeinfold mefrom the fearch of eyes. 

Theyknocke. 

Fn. H^rke how they knocke(whofe thereto arife. 
Thou wilt be taken,ftay a while , ftand vp, 

Sludknocke. 

Kun to my ftudy by and by,Gods will 
What fimplenefle isthisrl come, I come. 

Knecke # 

w o knocks fohard?whence come you?whats your will? 
K7 Enter Nurje, 

/>/. Welcome then, 

Nur. O holy Frier,0 tell me holy Frier, 

Whe res my Ladies Lord,wheres Romeo 
There on the ground, 9 

With his owne teares made dr u nice. 

Nay. O he is euen in my Mirtrelle cafe, 

1 uft in her cafe.O wofull fimpathy: 

Pitious predicament, euen fo lies fihe, 

Blubbnng and weeping, weeping and blubbring. 

^ta nd vp, ftand vp,ftand and y o u be aman, 

" ° r **ttets fake,fbr her fake rife and ftand: 

V'/hy lhould you fallinto fo deepe an O: 

Rom, Nurfe. JTur.Fk 



oftitymeo and luTiet. 

Nttr. Ah fir, ah fir, deaths the end of all. 

Ro, Spakeft thouof how is it with hot> 

Doth not fhe thinke me an old murtherer. 

Now I haue ftaind the childhood of our ioy, 

VVith blood remoued,but little from her owne? 

VVhere is £he?and how doth fhe?and what layes 
My conceald Lady to our canceld loue? 

Nur. Oil Ihefayes nothing lir, but weeps and weeps. 
And now fals on her bed, and then ftarts vp. 

And Tybalt calls, and then on Romeo cries. 

And then downe falls againe, 

Ro. As if that name foot from the deadly leucll of a gun 
Did murther her , as that names curfed hand 
Murdrcd her kinftnan. Oh tell me F rier, tell me. 

In what vile part of this Anatomic 

Doth my name lodge? Tell me, that I may fackc 

The hatefullmanfion. 

In. Hold thy defperate hand: 

Art thou a man? thy forme cries out thou art: 

Thy teares are womanilh, thy wild afts deuote 
The vnreafonablefurieof abeaft; 

Vnfeemely woman in a feeming man. 

And ill befeeming beaft in feeming both. 

Thou haft amaz’d me. By my holy order, 

I thought thy difpolition better temperd. 

Haft thouflaine7yW<? wiltchou flay thy felfe? 

And (lay thy Lady, that in thy life lies, 

By doing damned hate vpon thy felfe? 

Why raj left thou on thy birth? the heauen and earthf 
Since birth, and heauen and earth, all three doe meet 
In thee at once, which thou at once w ouldft loofe. 

Fie, fie, thou fhameft thy lhape,thy loue, thy wit. 

Which like a Vfureraboundftinail: 

And vfeft none in that true vfe indeed , 

VVhichfoould bedeckethy foape,thy lotle,thy wit: 
Thy noble fliape, is but a forme of waxe, 

H 
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T he moff lamentable Tragedie 

Difgrefling from the valour of a man. 

Thy deare loue fowrne but hollow periurie. 

Killing that loue which thou haft vowd to chcrilh 
Thy wit, that ornament,to fhape and loue, # 

Milhapen in the condu&cf them both: 

Like powder inaskilldle fouldicrs flaslce' 

Is let a fier by thine owne ignorance, 

And thou difmembred with thine owne defence. 

V V hat row fe thee man, thy luhet 'n aliue, 

For whole deare fake thou waft but lately dead. 

There art thou happy,7/&iA would kill thee, 

But thou fleweft Tib alt , there art thou happier 
The law that threatned death becomes thy friend 
And t urne it to exile, there art thou happy, 

A packe of blelfing light vpon thy backe, 

Happincfle courts thee in her beft array, 
Buthkeamifhaued and fullen wench, 

Thou puts vp thy fortune and thy loue: 

Take heede, take heede,forfuchdiemiferable. 

Goe get thee to thy loue as was decreed, 

Afcendher chamber,hencc and comfort here 
Butlooke thou ftaynot till the watch befet. 

For then thou canft not palle to Mantua, 

Where thou /halt liue till wee can find a time 
T o blaze your marriage reconcile your friends. 

Beg pardon of thy Prince and call thee backe. 

With twenty hundred thoufand times more ioy 
Then thou wentft forth in lamentation. 

Goe before Nurfe, commend me to thy Lady, 

And bid her hallen all the houfe to bed. 

Which heauy forrow makes them apt vnto, 

Romeo is comming, 

Nur, O Lord ,1 could haue ftaid here all the night. 

To heare good counfell, oh whatlearning is: 

My Lord, lie tell my Lady you will ceme, 

&>. Do io.and bidmy fweete prepare to chide, 

N#r. Hctt 





of Romeo and luliet. 

N/w. Here fir, a Ring Ihe bid me glue you fir: 

Hie you, make haftc.for it gro wes very late. 
r How well my comfort is reuiu’d by this. 
fri. Go hence, goodnight, & here Hands all your ftate: 
Either be gonebefore the watch befet. 

Or by the breake of day difguifd from hence^ 

Soiournc in OUantua, ile find out your man. 

And he fhall fignifie from time to time, 

Euerv good hap to you, that chaunces here: 

Giue me thy hand, tislate, farewell,goodnight. 

Ro, But that a ioy paft ioy calls out on me. 

It were a griefe, fo briefe to part with thee: 

Farewell. 

Exeunt, 

Enter old Capulet, hinvife and Paris. 

Ca. Things haue falne out fir fo vnluckily. 

That we haue had no time to moue our daughter, 
Lookcyou, Ihe loud her kinfman Tjba'.t dearcly. 

And fo did I. Well we were borne to die. 

Tis very late, Ihecle not come downe to night: 

I promife you, but for your company, 

I would haue bin a bed an houre ago. 

Paris. Thefe times ©f wo, affoord no times to wooer 
Madam goodnight, commend me to your daughter* 

La, 1 will, andknow her mind early to morrow* 

T o night Ihe is mewed vp to her heauines, 

Ca, Sir Paris , I will make a defperate tender 
Of my childesloue:I thinke Ihe will be rulde 
In all refpe&s by me: nay more, I doubt it not* 

Wife, go you to her ere you goto bed. 

Acquaint her hereofimy fonne Paris loue. 

And bid her,markc you me,on wendfdav next, 
liut fore, what day is this? 

Paris Monday my Lord. 



, f'** Monday, ha ha, wellwendfdayis toofoone, 
A thurfday let it be, a thurfday tell her, 

H a 
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"She fhall be married to this noble Earle: 

Will you be ready? do you like this hafte* 

Wcele keepeno greatadoe/affiendor two 

For harke you, Tybalt being flame fo late, * 

It may be thought we held him carelefly’ 

Being our kiufmnn, if we reuell much: ■ ’ 

Therefore weelehaue fome halfe a dozen friends ’ 

And therean end, but what fay you to Thurfdai i * 

Parts. My Lord, I would that thurfday. were "to morrow 1 
Ca. Well, get you gone, a Thurfday, beitchen: 

Go you to Juliet ere you go to l ed. 

Prepare her wile, again A this wedding day. 

Farewell my Lord, light to my chamber ho, 

Aforcme, it is io very late, that we may call it early by and by 
Goodnight. 

Exeunt , 

Enter Romeo and Iuflet aloft. 

In. Wilt thou begone? Itisnotyetnearedayt 
ItvvastheNightingale,andnot the Larke, 

That pierA the fearefull hollow of thinceare, 

Nightly flie fings on yond Pomgranet tree, 
Beleeuemeloue,itwasthcNightinga!e. 

Romeo. It was the Larke the herald'd of the mo me, 

No Nightingale, looke loue what enuious Areakes 
Do lace thefeueringcloudes in yonder EaA: 

Nights candles are burnt out, and locond day 
Stands tipto on themyAie Mounraines tops, 

I rnu A be gone and line, or flay and die. 

lu. Y ond light is not day light, I know it It 
It is fome Meteor that the Sun exhales. 

To be to thee this night a Torch-bearer, 

And light thee on thy way to c Mantua. 

Therefore Aay yet , thou need A not to be gone. 1 

Ro, Let me betane, let me be put to death, 

3 am content, fo thou wilt haueitfo. 

He fay yon gray is not the mornings eye, 

^ Tie 



of Borneo and I uliei, 

Tis bufthe palereflexe ofCMasbrow. f 
Nor ti.at is not the Larke whofc noates doe beate 
The vaulty heauen fo high aboue our heads, 

I ' auetnorecareto flay then will to go: 

Come death and welcome,//*//^ wills it fo. 

Flow lit mV ioule, lets talke it is not day. 

In. It isjitis,hic hence be gone away: 

It is the Larke that lings fo out of tune. 

Straining harlh Difcords,and vnpleafing Sharpes, 

So-nefav rb r Larke makes fweete Diuifion. 

I his doth not fojfor fhe dcuideth vs. 

Sonic ia) tuci-aike ana loathed Toad change eyes, 

O now I would the) had changde voyces too: 

Since arme ft o;u arme that voyce doth vs affray. 

Hunting thee hence,wkh Huncfup to the day, 

O now be gone, more iightandhghr ltgrowes. 

Romeo , More light <md light, more darke and darke out 
woes. 

Enter Madame and Nurfe . 

Nur. Madam. 

In. Nurie. 

Nur. Your Lady Mother is cumming to your chamber, 
The day is broke,be wary,looke about. 

In. Then window let day in,and!etlifc out. 

Ro. Farewell,farewell,onekilleandlledefcend. 

In. Al t thou gone fo,loue } Lord,ay husband, friend, 

ImuA neare from thee euery day in the houre, 

F or in a minute there are many dales, 

0 by this count I fhallbemuch in yeares. 

Ere 1 againe beholdniy Romeo. 

Ro. Farewell: 

1 will omit no oportunitie, 

Thatmay conuey my greetings loueto thee. 

In. Othinkefl thou we (hall euermeete againe? 

Ro. I doubt it not, and all thefe woes fha ll lerue 
For fweete difcourfcs in our time to come. 

H 3 lu. O 



The moft lamentable Tragedie 

*#, O God I haue an ill diuining foule 
Me thinkes I fee thee now ,thou art (o lo wet 
As one dead in the bottoms of a tombe, 

Either my eye-fight failcs,or thou lookeft pale. 

Rom, And trull me loue,in my eye fo doe you* 

Drxe forrow drinkes our blond. Adue,adue. 

Ju. O Fortune^ ortune. all men call theefickie. 

If thou art fickle,what doft thou with him ' 

That isrenowmd for faithPbc fickle Fortune: 

F or then I nope thou wilt not keepc him lone. 

But fend him backe, e> 

Enter Mother, 

La, Ho daughter, are you vp* 

Who ift that callsm is my Lady mother; 

Is Ine not downefo Late or vp fo early* 

{What vnaccuftomd caufe procures her either* 

La, Why ho w now lultet. 

I». Madam I am not well. 

\t\t A x El . ,ermore seeping for your Cozins death? 

V V hat wilt thou walh himfrom his graue with teares* . 

■And if thou couldft,thou couldft not make him Hue: 

I hereforehauedone,fomegriefc fhcwesmuch ofloue, 
But much of griefe,lhewes ftill feme want ofwit. 

It*, Yet let me weepe.for fuch a feeling Ioffe, 

La,So fhall you feele the lofle,but not the friend 

V V inch you weepefor, 

I«. Feeling fo the Ioffe, 

I cannot chufe but euer weepe the friend. 

^ A<*.VVe 11 girle,thouwcepftnotiomuchforhisdeath. 
As that the villaine hues which flaughtered him. 
lu. What villaine Madam? 

La. That fame villaine Romeo, 

Villaine and he be many miles a funder: 

God pardon, Idoe withallmy heart: 

And yet no manlike he.doth grieue my heart. 



La. That 



of Rom eo and Juliet: 

La. Thatis becaufethe Traitor Hues. 

jti, I Madam from the reach ®f thefe my hands} 
Would none but I might vengc my Cozins d eath. 

La, We will haue vengeance for it, fcare thou not. 
Then weepe no more,Ile fend to one in Mantua, 
Where that fame baniiht runnagate doth liuc. 

Shall giue him fuch an vnaccuftomd dram. 

That he ihall foone keepe Tthalt company.* 

And then I hope t hou wilt be fatisfied. 

■ lu. Indeede I neuer ihall be fatisfied 
With Romeo* till 1 behold him. Dead 
Is my poore heart fo for a kinfman vext: 

Madam if you could find out but a man 
T o beare a poy fon,I would temper it: 
That/foizwoihould vpon'receit thereof, 
Sooncfleepein quiet.O how my heart abhor* 

T o heare him namde and cannot cometo him, 

T o trreake the loue I bore my Cozin, 

Vpon his body that hath flaughtered him. 

Mo. Find thou the meanes,and ile find fuch a man. 
But now ile tell theeioyfull tidings Gyrle. 

Iu. Andioy comes well in fuch a needy time. 

What arc they,befeech your Ladyihip? 

M, Well, well, thou haft a carcfullfather child. 
One who to put ihec from thyheauincs, 

Hathfortcd out a fudden day ofioy. 

That thou experts not,nor I lookt not for. 

Iu. Madam in happy time,what day is that? 

M. Marry my child,early next Thurfday morne; 
The gallant, young, and Noble Gentleman, 

The Couutie Paris at Saint Peters Church, 

Shall happly make thee there a ioyfull Bride. 

lu. Now by Saint Peters Church, and Peter too, 
Hefliall not make me there a ioyfull Bride. 

I wonder at this haft, that I muft wed 

£te he that ihould be husband comes to wooe: 










T he moft lamentable Tr age lie 

I pray you tell my Lord and father Madam, 

I wjll not marrie yet, and when I doe, Ifweare 
It fhall be R<mjeo t whom you know Ihate 
Rather then fWr.thefe arenewesindeede, 

M. Here comes your tather,tell bimfo yourfelfe: 

And fee how he will take it at your hands. 

Enter Capulet and. N urfi. 

C t. When the Sun fets,the earth doth drifle deaw, 

Bu t for the Sunfetofmy brothers fonne, * 

It raines downright. How now a Conduit girle, what flillm 
Euermorefho wring in one little body? (teares 

Thou counterfaits.A Barke,aSeaa Wind: 

For ftill thy eyes, which I may call thefea. 

Doe ebbe and flow with teares, the Barke thy body is* 
Sayling in this fait floud,the windes thy fighes. 

Who raging with thy tearesandithey with them. 

Without afuddencalme will ouerfet 
Thy tempeft tolled body.How now wife, 

Haue you deliuered to her our decree? 

La,. I lir,but (he will none,lhe giues you thankes, 

1 would thefoole were married to her graue. 

Ca. Soft take me with you,take me with you wife* 

How will Ihee none?doth fhc not giue vs thanks? 
Isflienotproud?dothlhenotcounther bleft, 

V nworthy as iTieis,that we haue wrought 
So worthy a Gentleman to be her Bridegroome? 

lu. Not proud you haue,but thankfull thatyou haue: 
Proud can I neuer be of what I hate, 

Rut thankfuli euen for hate,that is meant loue. 

., Co. Hownow,hownow,choptl.Gdgick,whatisthis? 

P roud and I thanke you, and I thanke you not. 

And yet nor proud Miftrifle minion you? 

TRankemeno thankings,nor proud me no prouds. 

But fettle your fine Ioints gainft Thurfday next. 

To go with Paris to Saint Peters Church: 

Or i will drag thee on a hurdle thither. 

lou 






cf l 1{omeo and Iuliet, 

Out you grceneficknelle carrion, out you baggage^ , 
you tallow face. 

La. Fie-fie, what are you mad? 

la Good Father, I befeech you on my knees, 

Heareme with patience, but to fpeake a word. 

Pa. Hang thee young baggage, difobedicnt wretch,, 

I tell thee what, get thee to Church a Thurlday, 

Or neuer after looke me in the face, 

Speake not, replie not, do not anfwere me. 

My fingers itch, wife, we fcarce thought vsbleir. 

That God had lent vs but this onely child. 

But now I fee this one is one too much, 

And that we haue a curfc in hauing her: 
Outonherhilding. 

Nur. Godin heauenblellc her: 

You are too blame my Lord to rate her fo. 

Fa. And why my Lady wifdom.hold your tongue,.. 
Good Prudence, fmatter with yourgofsips, go. 

Nar, Ifpeakenotreafon, 

Father, O Godigeden, 

May notone fpeake? 

Fa. Peace you mumbling fool e, . 

Vtte-r yourgrauitie ore a Gofsips bowle, 

For here we need it not. 
fVt, You are too hot. 

Fa. Gods bread, it makes me mad. 

Day ,night,houre,tide,time,worke, play, 
Aloneincompanie,ftillmy care hath bin 
To haue her'matcht.andhauing now prouided 
A Gentleman of noble parentage. 

Of faire demcanes, youthfull and nobly allied, 

Stuftas they fay with honourable parts, 

Proportionedas ones thoughtwould wi-fh a man. 

And then to haue a wretched puling foole, 

A whining mammet,in her fortunestender, 

T o anfwere, lie not wed, I cannot loue : 

I I 



TbemoU lament ableTragedie 

Tam too young, I pray you pardon me. 

Bm and you will not wed, lie pardon you, * 

Graze where you will, you fnall not houfe with me £ 
Hooke too c, thinke on’t, I do not vfe to left. 

Thurfday isneerc, lay hand on heart, aduife. 

And you be mine, ile giue you to my friend. 

And you be not, hang,beg,ftarue,dye in the ftreets 
For by my foule, ile nerc acknowledge thee. 

Nor what is mine lhall neuer doe thee good: 

Truft too t, bethinkeyou,i!enot beforfworne. Exit 

Juliet. Is there no pitie fitting in the cloudeS, 

That fees into the bottomeof my griefe? 

O fweetmy Mother call; me not away, 

Delay this marriage, for a month, a weelce, 

Or if you do not, make the Bridall bed 
Jn that dim Monument where Ttbah lies. 

LMo. Talkenotrome, for ilenotfpeakea word, 

Do as thou wilt, for I haue done with thee . Exit , 

Juliet. O God, O Nurfe,how lhall this bepreuented? 

My husband is on earth, my faith in heauen. 

How lhall that faith returne againe to earth, 

Vnlefle that husband fenditmefrom heauen. 

By learning earth? comfort me, counfaile me: 

A!acke,alacke, that heauen fliould praftife ftratagems 
Vponfo loft a lubiect as my felfe, 

"What fiift thou, haft thou not a word of ioyf 
Some comfort Nurfe. * (nothing, 

Nar. Faith here it is. Rentes is banifhed.and all the world to 
That he dares nerecome backeto challenge you: 

Gr if he do, it needs nuift be by Health* 

Then fince the cafefo ftands as now it doth, 

I thinke it bell: you married with the Counrie, 

O heesa louely Gentleman: 

Romeos a difhelou t to him, an EaglelVl adam 
Hath notfo greene,foquicke, fo fairean eye 
AsP<?whach,btfhrow my very heart, 

T 



of Borneo and Iuliet. 

I thinke you are happy in this fecond match, 

Forit excels your firft,orifit did not. 

Your firft is dead,or twerc as good he were, 

Asliuing here and you no vie of him. 
ju, Speakeft thouffom thy heart; 

Nftr. And from my foule too, or elfebeflirew them both. 
/». Amen. 

Nur. What? 

I u. Well thou haft comforted me maruailous much. 

Go in , and tell my Lady I am gone, 

Hauing difpleafde my Father, to Fajvrenre Cellj 
To make coufesfion,and to be abfolu’d, 

Nar, Marrie I will, and this is wifely done. 

I «. Aunci:ntdamnation,0 moft wicked fiend. 

Is it more fin to wifh me thus forfworne. 

Or to difpraife my Lord with th at fame tongue. 

Which Ihe hath praifde him with aboue compare, 1 
So many thoufand timcs?Goe Counfellor, 

Thou and my bofome henceforth iballbetwainc: 

Ile to the Frier to know his remedie. 

If all elfe fade, my felfe haue power to die. Exit. 

Enter Frier and. Qomtie Paris. 

Fri. On Thurfday fir, the time is very fiiort. 

Pa. My father Capulet will haue it fo. 

And I am nothing flow to flacke his haft* 

Fri. You fay you doe not know the Ladies minde? 

Vneuen is the coutfejl iikeit not. 

Az. Immoderately (he weep es for Eibalts death. 

And tuerefore haue I little talke of loue, 

For Venus (miles notin a houfe of teares. 

Now lir,her father counts it dangerous 
That fiiedoth giue her forrowfo muchfway: 

And in his wiledome hafts our maria 0- e. 

To flop the inundatio n of her teares. ° 

Which too much minded by her felfe alone. 

May be put from her by focietie. 

I 2 Now 
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Now doe you know the reafon of this haft? 

Fri. I would 1 knew not why it fhould be flowed, 

Looke fir here comes the Lady towards my Cell* 

Enter Iuliet, 

P ar Happily met my Lady and my wife. • 
lu. That may be fir, when I may be a wife. 

Pa. That may be^uil be ]oue,on Thurfday next. 
lit. What muft: be (hall be, 

Eri. T hats a cer Caine text. 

Par. Come you to make confesfion t© this Father? 
la. T o anfwere that, I (hould confefle to you. 
c E'a. Do no t deme to him,that y ou louc me, 

/«. I will confefle to you that 1 loue him . 

Par. So will ye, I am furc that you loue me, 
lu. Ifldofojit will be of more price. 

Being fpoke behind your backe,then to your face. 

Par. Poore foule thy faceismuch abufd with teares.’ 
la. The teares haue got frnall vi&orieby that, 

For it was badinough before theirfpight/ 

Pa, Thou wrongft it more then teares with that report, 
la. That is noflaunder fir, which isa truth, 

And; what 1 fpake,I fpake it to my face. 

Pa, Thy face is mine, and thou haflflaundred it, 

I a. It may be fo,fer it is not mine© wne. 

Areyou atleifure,holy Fathernow, 

Or fliall I come to you at etieningMafle/ 

Fri. My leifure feruesmepenfiue daughter now, 

My Lord we muft intreatthe time alone. 

Pa, Godftiield,I fhould difturbe deuotion, 

\altet,on Thurfday early will I rowfe yee. 

Till then aaue,and keepe this holy kilfe. Exit, 

la O ihut the doore,and when thou haft done fo, 

Come weepe with me,palt hope, paft care, pail helpe, 

Fri. O already know thy grieie, 

It ftrainesme paft thecompafleofmy wits, 

Xhears thou muft, and nothing may prorogue it. 



of Borneo and hltet. 

_ ThnrfdaV next be married to this Countie. ^ 

0l | Tb Tell me not Frier that thou heareft of <his y 
Vnlefle thou tell me how I may preuent it: 

S thy wifedome thou canft giue no helpe, 

Do thou but caU my refolution wife, 

And with this knife, lie helpe it prefently, 
Godioyndmy heart,and Romeos , thou our hands- 
And erethis handby thee to Romeos feald. 

Shall be the Labell to another deede, t 

Or my true heart with trccherous reuolt, 

Turne to another, this (hall flay them both: 

• Therefore out of thy long expenenft time,, 
due me feme prefent counfell,or behold 
Twixt my extreames and me, this bioudy knife 
Shall play the vmpeere, arbitrating that. 

Which the commisfionof thy yeares and art^ 

Could to noiflueof true honour bring. 

Be not fo long to fpcake,! long to die, 

If what thou tpeaktljfpcake not of remedy.. 

fn. Hold daughter,! doefpiea kind ol hope,. 
Which craues as defperat an execution,. 

As that is defperate which we would preuent. 

3f rather then tp marrie Countie Pans 
Thou haft theftrength of will to flay thy felfe. 
Then is it likely thou wilt vndertake 
A thinglike death to chide away this ftiame, _ 

That coapft with death himfelfe, to fcape tromiK 

And if thou dar ell file giuethee remedie. 

la. Oh bid me leape, rather then marry Paris, 
Fromof the battlements of any Tower, 
Orwalkein theeuifhwaies,orbidme lurke 
Where Serpets at ejehaine me with roaring Beares 
Or hide me nightly in a Charnellhoufe, 
Orecouered quite with dead mens ratling bones, 
With reekieihankes and yealow chappelsfculls: 
Or bid me go into a new made graue. 




The moft lamentable Tragedie 

And hide me with a dead man in his, 

1 hings that to heare them told hane m*A 

A «d I will doe it without feare or dou b! * ^ 

To hue an vnftaind wife to my facet lone. 

* n. Hold then,goe home, be metric eiuc cnnC 
To marrie Parir.wen fday is to morrow >§ fcnt > 

To morrow nigh tlookethat thou l, e alone, 

Le notthy Nurfeliewith thee in thy Chamber 

Take thou this Violl being then in bed. 

And this djftilhng liquor drinlcethou off 

A c Z P Z7' y ■ 

A to Id and dro wfie bumourjfor no pulfe 

Sh ail keepe his natiueprogreffcbntfurceafe 

No warmth, no breath lhall tell, fie thou liuefL 
The Rofes in thy bps and chcekes lhall fade 
\ oomanya files, the eyes windowesfall* 

Likcoeath when he flints vp theday oflife 

5*^ 5K d ‘ P j r rt d ,° nUp P Ic S OUernm enr, 

A ' d a \ e ar C j’, a , nd coIda PP«re like death, 

A id in this borrowed likenefle of Ihmnke death 
ihou (halt continue two andforty hourcs 
And then awakeasfromapleafantfleepe * 

No«t when theBridegroome in the morning comes 
To rowfe thee from thy bed,tbereart thou dead: ' 
i nenas rhemannerofourcountry is, 

In thy befi robes vneouerd on the Beere 
Be borne to bunall in thy kindreds graue* 

Thou fiialc be borne to that fame ancient vault 
Where all the kindred of the Capu/etslie y * 

In the mcane time again!! thou {halt awake 
"'Shall Romeo by my letters know our drift, * 

And hither lhall he come, and he and I 
Will watch thy waking,and that very night 
Shall Romeo bearethee "hence to Mantua? 

And this lhall free theefrom this prefencfliame, 
ll- no mconflant roy «or w omanilh feare, * 

Abate thy valour in the aftingit. ( 3 j uc 



william Shakespeare Romeo and Juliet (stc 22324) 



of d^omeo and luliet : 

In, Gtue me, giueme.O tell not me offeare, 

Fti Hold get you gone, be ftrong and profperous 
In this refolue,ile fend a Frier with fpeed 
To with tpy letters to thy Lord, 

Ju. Louegiuc tne ftrength, & ftrength lhall helpe afford: 

Farewell dear e father, Exit ' 

Enter Father Capulet .Mother, Nnrfe^nd 
S truing men , two nr three. 

Ca: So many guefts inuiceas here are writ, 

Sirrali, go hire me twenty cunning Cookes, 

Ser. You lhall Iiaue none ill lir,for ile trie if they canuckc 
their fingers. 

Ca. Bow canft thou trie them fo? 

.SVr.M'arrie fir,tis an ill Cooke that canot lick his own fingers: 
there lore he that canno t heke his fingers goes not with me. 

Ca, Go be gone,wc (hall be much vnfumilhtfor this time; 
whatis my daughter gone to Frier Lawrence ? 

Nnr. lforfooth. 

Ca, Well he may chance to do fome good on her, 
Apeeuiflifelfewillde harlotry it is, T»f«Tuliet. 

Nnr. See where lhe comes from fhrift with merrie looke. 
C* How now my headftrong.where h aue you bin gadding* 

la. Where 1 haue learnt me to repent the fin 
Ofdifobedientoppofition, 

To you and your behefts,and am enioynd 
By holy Lawrence, to fall proftrate here. 

To beg your pardon, pardon 1 befecch you. 

Henceforward I am euer ruld by you, 

Ca. Send for the Countie, goe tell him of this, 

Ile hauethisknot knit vp to morrow morning, 
iafc.Imet theyouthfuli Lord at Lawrence Cell, 

And gaue him what becomd loue I might. 

Not Itepping ore the bounds ofmodeftie, 

G? (< Why lam glad ont.chis is well, Hand vp, 

This is aft (hould be, let me fee the County: 

1 marrie go I fay and fetch himhether , 






'V 



Now 







Themofi lamentable Tragedie 

Now afore God, this reuerend holy Frier, 

Ali our whole Citie is much bound to him. 

lu. Nurfe, will you goe with me into my ClofctZ 
T o helpe me fortfuch needfull ornaments, 

Asyouthinke fittofurnifh me to morrow* 

No not till Thurfday, there is timeinough. 

Fa» Go Nurfe, go with her, weele to Church to morrow* 



Mo> Wefhallbefhortin ourprouifion, 
Tisnow neare night. 

Fa. Tufh, I will ftirre about, 

And all things fhall be well, I warrant thee wife? 
Go thou to lultet^ helpe to deckevp her. 

He not to bed to night, let mealone: 

He play the hufwife for this once, whatho? 

They areall forth, well I willwalkemy felfe 
to Countie Paris, to prepare vp him 
Againft to morrow, my heart is wondrous light, 
'Since this fame wayward Gyrleisforeclaimd, 



Exit* 

Enter luliet and N nrfe, 

1st, I thofe attires are bell, but gentle Nurfe 
I pray thee leaue me to my felfe to night; 

For I haue necdof many oryfons. 

To moue the heauens to fmile vpon my flate. 

Which welthou knowelt, is croife and ful of fin. 

Enter Mother. 

Mo, VV hat are you bufie ho?ncedyoumy help? 

/#. No Madam,wehaue culdfuch neceflaries 
As are behoofefull for our (late to morrow: 

So pleafe you,letmenow be left alone. 

And letthe Nurfe this night fit vp with you. 

For 1 am fure, you haue your hands full all, 

Inthis fo fudden bufinefle. 

Mo, Goodnight. 

Get thee to bed and reft, for thou haft need.. 

Exeunt, Ft* Farewell, 
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oftfomeoandlttliet. 

Ju. Farewell, God knowes when we fhall tneetc againe, 

I haue a faint cold feare thrill s through my vcincs. 

That almoft freezes vp the heate of life: 

He call them backe againc to comfort me. 

Nurle,what iliould lhe do here’ 

Aly difimall Sceane I needs rouft a<5t alone. 

Come Viall, what if this mixture do not workc at alia 
Shall 1 be married then to morrow morning? 

No, no, this fhall forbiditjlic thou there, 

VVhat ifit be a poy fon which the f rier 
Subtilly hathminillred, to haue me dead, 

Leaft in this marriage he Ihould be difhonourd, 

Becaufe he ma rriedme before to Romeo} 

I feare it is, and yet me thinks it ihould not. 

For he hath ft ill beene tried a holy man. 

How ifwhen I am laidinto theTombe, 

lwake before the time that Romeo 

Come toredeememe,theresafearefull point : 

Shall I not then be Riffled in the Vaults 
Towhofefoule mouth no healthfome ayre breaths in. 

And there die ftrangled ere my Romeo comes* 
Oriflliue,isitnotvery like, 

The horrible conceit of death and nigh tj 
Together with the terror of thcplace. 

Asm a Vaultc,an ancient receptacle, 

V V here for thefe many hundred y ceres the bones 
Of all my buried Aunceftursare packt. 

Where bloody Tybalt y et but greene in earth. 

Lies feftring in his ftirowd, where as they fay, 

At fome houres in the night, fpirits refort: 

Alacke.alacke, isitnotlikethatl 

So early waking, what with loathfome fmels. 

And fhrikeslike mandrakes torne out of the earth, 

That liuingmortalls hearing them run mad. 

O if I walke, fhall I not be diftraught, 

Inuironcd with alJ thefe hidious fearcs, 

K Aod 




TbemoH lamentable TravedU 

A fid madly play with my forefathers i oynts-> 

And p.ucke the mangled Tybalt from his fcrowdc' 

^ndtn thtsragr, with feme great kmfmans bone 3 
As with a club da h out my defperate braines, ’ 

G looke, me thinks I fee my Cozins Ghoft 

Seeking out Romeo chat did fpit his body 
VponaHapiers point': flay Tybalt, flay} 

Romeo t Rome 0> Romeo, heresdnnkc, I ddnkcto thee. 

Enter Laaj of the hossfe and Nstrfe, 
if' t ’ taJ ^f r the ^ c k cics,and fetch more fpicet Nurfe 
NV * The > r calJ f° r Dates and Quinces in theTaftrie. f 
Enter Cap u let* . 

Tl C r C °t mCjf} 1 i r fr f ! irjthercconct Cocke hath crowed 
The Curphew Bchhathroung.tis threeaclocke: 9 

1 ooke to the bakte meates, good Anrelsca 
Spare notforcoft, “ J 

Nur, Go you Cot-queane,go, 

Get you to bed, faith y oulc be lkkc to morrow 
For this nights watching, 

Ca, No not a whit, what? I baue watcht erenow 
All night for Icfle caufe,and nerc beenc fieke. 

La. I you haue bin a moufe-huntinyour time 

Butlwili watch you from fuch watching now. * 

Exit Lady /!?ui Nvrfe. 

Ca. Aiealous hcod.a icaloushood.nowfcllow^whatis there? 

Enter three orfoure reithjpttsand logs and baskets. 

Eel. Things for the Cooke fir j but 1 know not what. 

Ca, Make hafte, make haltefirra, fetch drier Lo>*s, 

Call P et <r, he will ihew thee where they are. 

Eel. 1 haue a head fir, that will find out logs, . 

And neuer trouble Twer for the matter., 

Ca. Malle and well faid, a tnerriehorfon, ha,- 
Thou ilialt.be loggerhead 5 good father tis day. 

Play Mufioke, 

The Countie will be here with nmfickc flraight, , 

For fo he faid he would,I heare him neere, 

N urfe,, wife, what ho, vv hat Nurfel fay ? Enter. 
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of^meo and luliet . 

Enter Nttrfe, 

Go waken lute, »<* “f fa « 0<1 , T c . v 

T^e^o and chatwith Paris, hie, make hafte, (lLay, 

li fjtaft- die biideeroome .he is come already, make haftc 

M t r 6ft I hcO*. 

Wbv Lambc, why L-iJy. ficyou [lugg.bcd. 

Why Loue 1 fay. Madam, fvveet heart, why Bride. 

What not a word, you take your peni worths now, 

Slecpe forawecke,for the next nightl wairant 
The Countie Parts hath fet vp his reft, 

That you fhall reft but little, God forgiue me. . 

Marne and Amen: how foundis Ihe a lleepe; 

I mull needs wake her : Madam .Madam, Madam, 

I let the Countie take you in your bed 
Heele fright you vp yfaith, will it not be? 

V Vhatdreft,and in your clothes, ana downe againef 
I muft needs wake you, Lady, Lady .Lady , 

Alas,alas, helpe,helpe, my Lady es dead. 

Ohweleaday, that cuerlwas borne. 

Some Aqua-vitae ho,my Lord, my Lady. 

Mo. What noifeis heeie? 

O lamentable day. 

M». What is the matter? 

Nnr. Lookc, looke, oh heauie day. 

Mo, O me, O me, my child, my onely life: 

Reuiuc, lookc. vp, or 1 will die with thee; 

Helpe, helpe, call helpc, , . 

1 -Enter Father. 

Fa. F or fhameBring Ittltef forth , her Lord is comer 
Nur. Sheesdeadjdeceaftjfhees dead, alacke the day, 

M. Alack the day,fhees dead, (Lees dead, fhecs dead . 

Fa, Halvlttme feeher,out aias.fheescold, 

Herbloodis i'etlcd andhcripynts areftifie: 

Life and thefe lips hauelong bene feperated. 

Death lies on her like an vntimely fro It 
Vpon the fvveeteftflower of all the field, : 






oi vm \ 

* 



The moft lamentable T ra ged'te 

Na:-. O lamentable day. 

Mo. O wofull time, 

la. Death that hath rane her hence to make me waile 
Ties vp my tongue and will not let me fpeake, * 

Enter Frier and the Countie . 

Fri. Come, is the Bride ready to go to Church? 

Fa. Ready to go, but neucr to returne. 

O fonne, the night before thy wedding day. 

Hath death laine with thy wife, there the lies,. 

Flower as fhe was, deflowred by him. 

Death is my fonnein law,death ismy heire, 

JVly daughter he hath w eddcd, I will die. 

And leauehim all life liuing, all is deaths; 

Paris. Haue I thought long to fee this morningsface 

And doth it giue mefucha fight as this? 

Mo. AccurftjVnhappie, wretched hatefull day, 

Moft miferable houre that ere time faw 
In lading labour of his Pilgrimage, 

Rut one poore one, one poore and lowing child, 

But one thing to reioyceand folace in, 

And cruelldeath hath catchtit from my fight. 

N#r. O wo, O wofull, wofull, wofull day, 

M oft lamentable day, moft wofull day,, 

Thateuer, euer.,1 did yet behold, 

O day, O day', O day, G hatefiillday, 

N euer was feene fo blacke a day as this, 

G wofull day, O wofull day,. 

Paris. Bcguild,diuorced, wronged, fpigh ted, flaine„ 
Moft deteftable death j by theebeguild, 

Bycruell, cruell thee, quite oucrthrovvne, 

O louc, ©life, notlife, butlouein death. 

Fat. Defpifde, diftrcfled, hated, martircl,kild,. 
Vncomfortable time, why camft thou now; 

Jo murrhcr, murther ourfolemnitie? 

O; child, O child, my ifoule and not my child,, 

Dead^rtthou,a!ackemychildis-dead, 

And with my child my ioy es are buried.. fru Peaee 
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°f ^tneo and Juliet: 

Tri peacehofor lhame, confufions,careliuesnot 

Inthefeconfufions.heaucnand vourfelte 

Had part in this faire maid, now heauen hath all. 

And all the better is it for the maid: 

Your part in her, you could not keepe from death, 
Butheauen keepes his partin eternall lire: 

T he moft you fought was her P r ° rn0 * 10U » n _ 

For twas your heauen Ihefhould beaduanft, 

Andweepc ye now, feeing fhcis aduanft 

Aboue the Cloudcs.ashigh as Heauen ttftlfe. 

O in this loue,you loue your childfo ill. 

That you run mad, feeing that fhe is well: 

Shees not well married, that liues married long. 

But Ihecsbeft married, that dies married yong. 

Drie vp your teares,and ftickeyour Rofemarie 
Onthis faire Coarfe, and as the cuftomeis. 

And in her belt array beare her to Church: 

For though lome nature bids vs all lament, 
YetNaturesteares are Reafons merriment. 

Fa. All things that we ordained feftiuall, 

Turnc from their office to blacke F unerall; 

Our inftruments to melancholy bells, 

Our wedding cheare to a fad buriall feaff : 
Ourfolemnehymnestofullen dyrges change: 

Our Bridall flowers ferue for a buried Coarfe: 

And all things change them to the contrarie. 

Fri. Sir go you in ; and Madam, go with him* 
And go fir Parts , euery one prepare 
To follow this fa ire Coarfe vnto her graue : 

The heauens do lowrc vpon you for fome ill: 

Mouc them no more, by crofsingtheirhighwill* 
Exeunt intanct* 

Afw/j.Faithwe may putvp our pipes and be gone. 
Nur. Honeftgoodfellowes,ah putvp, putvp. 
For well you know, this is a pitifull cafe. 

Fid. 1 by my troath, the cafe may be amended* 1 
- Exeunt omnes, K 3 



Enter 







T be moft lamentable T ragedie 

Enter W ill Kempe. 

Peter, Mufitions, oh Mufitions, harts cafe, harts cafe, 

O, and you will haue-me Hue. play heart* cafe. 

Fuller , Why harts eafi; 

Tetcr, O Muhtions,becaufe my hart it felfe plaies,my hart 

0 play me feme merrie dumpe to comfort me. n s f u jj. 
Minfin Is , Not a d ump wc,tis no time to play novyy 

Pet, Y ou will not then; 

Mm- No. 

Pet , I will then giae it you foundly. 

Mm. What will you giuevs; 

Pet. No money on my faith, but the gleeke. 

1 willgiueyou the Minified. 

Min , Then will I giue you the Seruing creature. 

Pet , Then will I lay the f'eruing creatures dagger on your 
pate.I will carie no Crochets, lie reyou,ilefa 
You, do you note me? 

Mm. And you re vs, and fa vs, you note vs, 
at JW. Pray you put vp your dagger,andputoutyourwit, 
Thenhaueatyou with my wit, • . 

Peter. I w ill drie-bea te you with an yron wit, and put vpmy 
Anfwere me like men, (yron dagger. 

When griping grief es the hart doth wound, then mufique 
with her illucr found. 

Why filuer found, why mufickewith her filuer found , what 
fay you Simon Catling; 

Mm. Mary fir, becaulefiluerhathafweetfound. 

Pet, Prateft , what fay you Hugh Rebick; 

2 .M.lfay filuer found,becaufe Mufitions found for filuer. 
Pet. Prated to, what fay youlamesfound port; 

3.M. Faith I know not what to fay. 

Pet, O I cry you mercy, you are the Singer. 

I will fay for you 5 it u muficke with her filuer fpundy 
Becaufe Mufitions haue no goldforfounding: 

Then Mufickewith her filuer found yvith fpeedy hclpe doth 
lend redrefle, Exit. 

' . .. -f ' ...... Mitt' 
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of Borneo and lullet. 

tJAfin. Whatapcfi-ilentknaueisthisfame? 

Mr-- Hang him lacke ,come wedein here , tatrie for the 

Mourners, and day dinner. 

Enter Romeo. 

Re. If I may mid the flattering truth of fleepe. 

My dreames prefage fomeioyfuil newes at hand. 

My bofomes L.fits lightly in his throne: 

And all this day an vnaccuftomd fpirir, 

Lifrsme abouc the ground with cheerefull thoughts. 

I dreamt my Lady came and found me dead. 

Strange dreame that giues a dead man leaue to thinke, 

And breathd fuch life with kifles in my lips, 

That I reuiude and was an Emperor. 

Ah me, how fwcet is loucit felfe porteft. 

When but louesfhadowes arefo richin ioy* 

Enter Romeos man, 

Newes from Verona , how now Balthazar i 
Doflthou not bring me Letters from the Frier; 

How doth my Lady, is my Father well? 

How doth my Lady Inlietl that I aske againe. 

For nothing can be ill, iffhe be well. 

Man, Then fhe is well, and nothing can be ill* 

Her body fleepes in Cape/s monument, 

And her immortall partwith Angels liues, 

Ifaw her kid low in her kindreds vault, 

Andprefently tookeporteto tell it you: 

O pardon me for bringing thefc ill new es. 

Since you did leaueit for tny office Sir.’ 

Ro. Is it euenfb;thenIdenicyouftarres. 
Thouknoweftmy lodging, get me inke and paper. 

And hire port horfes,l will hence to night. 

Man, I do befecch you fir, haue patience: 

Your lookes artpale and wildland do import 
Some raifaduenture. 

Ro. T udi thou art deceiud, 

Leaue me, and do the thing 1 bid thee do. 




The mojl lamentable Tyagedie 

Haft thou no Letters to me from the Friers 
Man* No my good Lord, 

R°* No matter, get thee gone, 

And hy re thofe horfes, lie be with thee flrai»ht. 
VV ell luhit, I will lie with thee to night: 

Lets fee for ineanes, O mifehiefe thouartfwift, 

1 o enter in the thoughts of defperate men: * 
Ido rememberan Appothecarie, 

And here abouts a dwels, which late I noted 
In tattred Weeds, with ouerwhelming browes, 
Culling of Simples, meager were his lookes, 
Sharpe miferie had worne him to the bones: 

And in hisneedielhopatortoysbung. 

An Allegater ftuft, and other skins 
Of ill fliapte fifties, and about his Ihelues, 

A beggerly account of emptic boxes, 

Greene earthen pots, bladders and muftiefeedes^ 

Remnants of packthred, and old cakes of Rofcs 
Were thinly (cattered, to make vp a (hew. 

N oting tliis penury, to my ielfe 1 faid. 

An if aman did need a poylon now, 

Whofefaleis prefent death in Mantua, 

Here liues a Caitiffe wretch would fell it him. 

O thisfamethought didbutforcrunmy need. 

And this fame neediemanmull fell it me. 

As I remember, this fhould be the houfe, 

Being holy day, the beggers (hop is Ihut. 

What ho Appothecarie; 

%Appo. Who calls Co lowd? 

Rom, Come hither man, I fee that thou art poor*, 
Hold,there is fortie du ckets, let me haue 
A dram of poyfon,f uch foonefpeedinggeare, 

As will difperfeitfclfe throughallthe veincs, 

That the lifc-wcarie-taker may fall dead, 

Aud that the T run.cke may be difchargd of breath, 
As violemly,as haftie powder fierd 



of Borneo and luliet. 

Aod feareft to die,farame is in thy cheekes. 

Need and opreftion ftarueth in thy eyes. 

Contempt and beggery hangs vpon thy backer 
The world is not thy fiiend,nor the worlds law, 

The world affoords no law to make thee rich; 

Then be not poorejbut breakeit and take this. 

To, My pouerty,but not my will confents. 

Ro. 1 pray thy pouerty andnot thy will. 
to. Put this in anyliquidthing you will 
Anddrinke itoff.and if you hadtheftrength 
Oftwentv men, it would difparchyou ftraight. 

Ro. There is thy Gold, worte poyfon to mens fouler 
Doing more murther in this loat hlome world, 

7hcD thele poore compounds that , th*u maieftnot fell, 

Ifell thee poyfon,thou haft fold me none, 

Farewell, buy foode,andget thy fclfe in fleflu 
Come Cordiall and not poyfon, go with me 
To Met: grauc,for there muft I Vfe thee. Exeunt* 

Enter Frier Iohn to Frier Lawrence . 

Job, Holy Francifcan Frier ,brother,ho. 

Enter Lawrence. 

Law, This fame Ihold be the voice of Frier I ohn. 
Welcome from Mantua^vihat fayes Rcmeei 
Or if his mind be writ,giue me his Letter, 

Job, Going to find a barefoote brother out. 

One of our order to aftociate roe. 

Here in this Citic vifiting the ficke. 

And finding him, the Searchers of the townc 
Sufpeftingthat we both were in a houfe. 

Where the infectious peflilence did raigne, 

Seald vp the doo rcs,and would not let vs forth, 

So that my fpeed to Mantua there was ftaid. 



Law* Who 



1 ThemoU lamentable T rage die 

Law, Who bare my Letter then ?o Rmeo} 

lols>t, I could not (end it, here ids againe, J 
NorgetAnnflengerto bring u thee. 

So fearcfull were they o f infeftion. 

Law, Vnhappie.fortune.by my Brotherhood,. 

The Letter was not nice, but full of charge, 

Di dears import, and the ncgjh fting it. 

Alav do mud) danger : Frier John go hence. 

Get meanlron.Crow andbringit itrakht 
Vnto my Cell*. 

lob* Brothcrile go andbringit thee. (Exit, 

Law. Now mull 1 to the Monument alone. 

Within this three houres willfaire Juliet wake, 

Shee w ill befhrew me much that Romeo 
Hath had no notice of thefe accidmtst, 

But I will write againe to Mantua , 

And keepe her at my Cell till Romeo come, 

Poore liuing CoarfCjclofde in a dead maus Tombe. 

{Exit, 

EnterVAxh and Lis Page, 

Par. Giue me thy torch bov, hence andflandalaofc. 

Yet put it out, for 1 would not be fee ire: 

Vnderyond young trees Jay thoc all along. 

Holding rhy care ciofe to che hollow ground. 

So flia’.lnofoot vponthe Churchyard cicad. 

Being loofe, vnlirme with digging vppf Graues, 

But thou (halt heaieit, whiffle then to me, 

As fignall that thou heard! Lome thing approach, 

Giue uiethofe flowers, doasl bidthce, go. 

Pag. I am almoft afraid to ftandalone 
Here in the Church-yard, yet I will aduenture. 

Par, Sweet Flower with flowers thy Bndall bed I ftrew^. 
Owoe, thy Canapieis dull and Hones, 

Which with fweet water nighvlv I willdewe, 

Or wanting that* with tear ts drflild by monesj 
The obfequies that! foxthee will keepe, , N’ h ^ 
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of<3\omeo and Iuliet , 

Nightly Ihall be, to Hrewthy graue and weepe* 

° ; Whittle Boy, 

The Boy dues wavning,fomething doth approach, 
What curled footwanders this way to night. 

To crolle my obfeepnes and true ioues right’ 

What with a torch? muffle me night a while. 

Romeo and Peter. 

p.o, Giuemethe mattocke and the wrenching Iron, 
Hold cake this Leccu-, early in i he morning 
See thou debu ;r it to my Lord and rather, 

Giucme the nghc ; vpon thyhfc X charge thee, 
Whaterethou heardt orfeefl, Hand all aioote, 

And do notinterrupt lire in my courfe, 

VV by 1 deft end into this bed ot death. 

Is partly to behold my Ladies .free: 

But chiefly to take thence from her dead finger, 

A precious Ring : a Ring that l muH vfc. 

In deare employ ment, therefore hence be gonej 
But if thouiealous lofl lecurne to png 
In what ifartht r (hall intend to do, . 

By heauen Iwtll teare cheei'oynt by ioynt. 

And Hrew this hungry Church-yard with thy umst 
The time and my intents are fauage wilde. 

Mure fierce and more inexorable tarre. 

Then emptieT ygers,or the roaring fea. 

Tc-t. 1 will be gone lir,. and not trouble you, 

Ro So lhalc thouihew nie friend; hip, take thou that, 
Liue and be profperous, and farewell goodfellow, 
c Pct. For all this fame, ile hide me here about, 
Hislookes I feare.and his interns I doubt, 

Ro, Thou detcfiable mavve, thou wofljbe of deathj 
Gorg d with the dearefttnorldl of the earth: 

Thus! enforce thy rotten lavves to open, 

And in defpight ile cramthee with in ore food. 

Pa, I insis i hat banifht haughtie AlomU-gne, 
Thatmurdredmv louesCouzni; with w hicji griefe, 

L ^ 



*The mojl lamentable T ragedie 

It is fiippofedthe fairc Creature died, 

Andhcreis come to do fomevillanousfhame . 

To the dead bodies j I will apprehend him, 

Stop thy vnhallowcd toy ie, vile Momuguei 
Can vengeance be purfued further then death; 
Condemned villaine, I do apprehend thee. 

Obey and go with me, for thou muff die, 

Rom. I muff indeed , and therefore came I hithff. 
Good gentle youth, tempt not a defperateman, 

Flie hence and leaueme, thinke vpon thefegone, 
let them affright dice, 1 befeech thee Youth, 

Put not an other fin vpon my head. 

By vrgingmetofurie, O be gone. 

By heauen 1 loue thee better thenmy fclfe. 

For I come hither at mde againtl my felfe: 

Stay not, be gone.liue, and hereafter fay, 

A mad inansmercy bid thee run away,. 

Par. 1 do defie thy commifseration, 

And apprehend thee for a Fellon here. 

Ro. Wilt thou prouokeme; then haueat thee bo 
O Lord they fight t / wilt go call the Watch. 
Pari O I am flame, if tho u be mercifull. 

Open the Tornbe, lay me with Inltet. 

Rom. In faith 1 wil'l.letme perufethis face, 
(JPdirctitius kinfman. Noble Countie Paris, 

What faidmy man, when my betofled foule 
Did no t attend him as we rode? I thinke 
He told me Paris fhould baue married lultet. 

Said he not fo;. or didl dreame it fo; 

Or am I mad, hearing him talke of 'ulitt, 

To thinke it was io? O giue me thy hand. 

One, writ with me in fowrc misfortunes booke. 
lie burie thee in a triumphant graue. . 

A Graue j O n.o,ALanthornejflaughtred Youth, 
For here lies Juliet, and her beautiemakes 
This Vault a f eaflin g prefencefull of light,- 
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of tf{cmeo and Juliet. 

Tcatb lie thou there by a dead man interd. 

How ottwhen men arcat the point of death, 

Haue they beene merrie? which their Keepers ca 
A lightning before death/ Oh how may I 
Calfthis a lightning; O my Loue, mv wife. 

Death that hath fuckt the honey of thy breath. 

Hath had no power yet vpon thy beautie: 

Thou artnotconquerd, beauties enfigne yet 
Iscrymfon in thy lips, and in thy cheeks, 

And deaths pale flag is not aduanced there, 

Tybalt lyeft thou there in thy bloudy fheet? 

Owhat morefauourcanI dotothee. 

Then with that hand that cut thy youth in twaine 
To Dander his that was thine enemie? 

Forgiue me Couzen. Ah deare Juliet , 

Why art thou yet fo fairc; I will bcleeue. 

Shall I beleeue,that vnfubftantiall death is amorous? 

And that the lcane abhorred monfter kcepes 
Thee here in darke to be his paramour; 

Forfeare ®f that,I ftiU will ftay with thee, 

Andneuerfromthispallaceof dym night \ 

Depart againe, come lie thou in my arme, 

Heer’sto thy health, where ere thou tumbleftin, 

© true Appothecaric! 

Thy drugs are quicke. Thuswithakifle I die, 
Departagainejhere,here will Iremaine, 

V Vith wormes that are thy ChambcrmaidestO here 
Will I fee vp my euerlafting refit 
And fhake the yoke of inaufpicious ftarres 
From this world-wearied flffh,eyeslookeyourlaft: : 

Armes take your laft embrace : And lips, O you 
The doores of breath, feale with a righteous kilTe 
A datelefle bargaine to ingrofsing death: 

Come bitter conduD , come vnfauory guide, 

Thou defperate Pilot,now at once run on " 

Thedafhing Rocks, thy fea* fickc weary barkc: 

Heer’sto my Loue. O true Appothecaiy^ Thy 
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Thy drugs arc qtiicke. Thus with a kifle I die. 

Enter Frier with LanthornefSror* and Spade. 

Fn. S t Francis be mv fpeed, how oft to night 
Haue my old feet ftumbled at graues? Whoes there? 

Man.. Hcrcs one, a friend, and one that knowes you Well. 
Fri. B'ifte bevpen you. Tell me good my friend 
What torch isyond that vaincly lends his light 
To grubs and eyeleflc fculles as Idifcerne, 

It burneth in the (f ape Is monument. 

CMan. It doth fo holy fir,Sctheres my matter, one that you 
Fri. Who is it; (l oue ; 

C JMan. Romeo, 

Fri . How long hath he bin there.; 

Man. F ull halfe an houre, 

Fri, Go with me to the Vault, 

Man. I dare not Sir, 

My Matter knowes not but I am gone hence. 

And fearefully did menace me with death. 

If I did ftay to lookeon hisentents. 

Fri. Stay, then ile go alone, feare comes vpon me. 

0 much I feare fomc ill vnluckie thing. 

CMan. As I did flecpe vnder this young tree here, 

1 dreamt my matter and another fought. 

And that my matter flew him. 

Fri. Romeo , 

Alackealacke, what bloudis this which ftaineS 
T he ftony entrant e of this Sepulchre? 

What rreaiie thefe maOcrlcife and goaiie fwords 
To jiedifcolo-ir d by this place of peace ? 

Romeo , oh pale / who eife, vth&t Parts too ; 

And ttcept in biood; ah what an vnkindhoure 
Is guiltieof this lamentable chance? 

The Lady ftirs. 

Inti. O comfortable Frier, where !$my Lord? 

I do remember well where I ihould be: 

And there I am, Where is my Romeo* 

Fri. iheare fomc noyfeLady, come from that nett: Of 



of^omeo arid I (diet. 

Of death,contagion, and vnnaturall fleepej 
A °reater power i hen we can oontradidf 
Hafh thwartedour entents, come, come auray. 

Thy husband in thy bofome there Les dead: 

An 1 Paris too, come ilc difpofeof thee, 

Amonga Sifterhood of h >ly Nunnes: 

Stay not to queftion, for the watch is comming, 

Come, go good/wtef, I dare no longer ftay. Exit- 

lull. Go get thee hence, tor l will no t away, 

Whats here; a cup clofd in my true ioucs hand? 

Poyfon I fee hathbin his tiniele-ffeend: 

Ochurle, drinkc all, and left no friendly drop 
To hope me after, I willkiile thy lips, 

Happhe fomc poyfon y ct doth hang on them, 

To makeme die with a reftoratiue. 
ihylipsare nrarme. 

Enter 'Boy and (Fateh. 

Watch. Leade boy, which way; 

Juli. Yea noife? then ile be bricfe. O happy dagger. 

Ti s is thy fheathy there riittandlet medie. (burne. 

Watch boy, Tnisis the place , there where the torch doth 
Watch. Thegrouadis blood/,fearch a bout the churchyard, 
Gofomeof you, who ere you find attach. 

P.ttifull fight, here lies the Countiefiame, 

And luhsl bleeding, warrpe,and newly’ dead: 

V Vho here hath luinc thefe two dayes buried, 

Go tell the prince, runne to the C applets. 

Raife vp the Momtagues, fomc others fearch , 

We fee thcgrojnd whereon thefe woes do lye. 

But the true ground of all thefe piteous woes. 

We cannot withoutorcumflaiice defery . 

Enter Romeos man. 

Watch. Hexes Romeos man, we found him in the Churchyard. 
Chiefs watch. Hold him in fafe tie, till the Priuce come hither. 

Enter Filer .and another Watchman, 

3 Watch. Here is a F rier chat trembles, fighes,and weepes, 

" We 
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T he mofi lamentable Tra gedie 

We tooke this Matcocke and this fpade from him 

As he was ccmmiugfrom this Church-yard fide, * 

Chief,. Wat cb. A great fufpition,ftay the Frier too, too,' 

Enter (he Prince, 

Prin, What mifaduentureisfo early vp, 

That calls our perfon from our morning reft* 

Enter Capels. 

Ca Whar fhould icbe that they fo fhrike abroad# 
Wtfe.Q the people in the ifrectecrie/ftfjwco. 

Some /«/;tfr,and fome Awrs,and all runne 
With open outcry to ward our Monument. 

Pr. W hat fearc is this which Harries i n your earesi 
Watch, Soueraigne,here lies the Countie Parts flaine, 
And Romeo deadend lu/iet dead before, 

V Varme and new kild, 

Pptn . Search, feeke & know how this foule murder comes, 
Wat . Here is a Frier, and Slaughtcrd Romos man, 

VV if h Inftruments vpon them at to open 
Thefe- dead mens T ombes. 

E nier C apulet artel his Wife; 

Ca. O heauen ! O wife lookc how our daughter bleedcs! 
This dagger hath miftanc/or Joe his houfc 
Is cm pty on the backe oT Mount ague, 

And is mifheath’d in my daughters bofome. 

IVi. O me,this light of death,is as a Bell 
That vvarnes my old age to a fcpulcher. 

Enter CMountague, 

P ri. Come Mountaguefox. thou art early vp 
To fee thy fonneand heire,now early downe. 

Mom, Alas my liege,my wife is dead to night, 

Criefe of my fonnes exile hath ftopt her breatla 

V V hat further woe confpires againft my age? 

Prin, Looke and thou lhalt fee. 

Mottn,Qt\\ou vncaughtjWhatmanners is in this. 

To prefte before thy father to a graue? 

Ph. Seale vp the mouth ofoutragefora while, 

1 ill we can clears theft ambiguities, An * 
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of^omeo and Juliet: 

And know their fpring, their head their truedefeent. 
And then will I be genera 11 of your woes, 

And lead you euen to death,meane time forbeare. 

And let mifehanee be flaue to patie-nce, 
jjiino- forth the parties of fufpition, 
frl. I am the greateft able to doe leaf!. 

Yet molt lufpefled as the timeand place 
Dothmake againft me of this direfull murther: 
Andhearel Hand both to impeach and purge 
My felfe condcmned,and my felfe cxcufde. 

Prin, Then fay at once what thou doll: know in this? 
Trier, 1 w ill bee briefe for my fhort date of breath 
Is not fo long as is a tedious tale, 

there dead 3 was husband to tha t Juliet, 

And lhe there dead, thatsifrmmfaithfql.l wifei 
Imarriedthem, and their Ifolne marriageday 
Was 7'i^f/rdoomefday,whofe vntimely death 
Banilhtthe new-made Bridegroome from this Citie, 
For whom, and not for Tibalt y luliet pin’ d. 
Youjtoremouethat frege ofgriefe from her 
Betroth’d and would Iiaue married her perforce 
To County Paris.'then comes lhe to me. 

And with wild lookes bidmedeuife fome meanej 
To rid her from this fccond marriage: 

Or in my Cell there would fhekill her felfe. 

Then gauelher(fotuterdbymyart) 
Afleepingpotion,whichfo tooke effefl 
As Iintenoedjfor it wrought on her 
The forme of death, meanc time I writ to Romeo 
That he fhould hither come as this dire night 
To help to take her from her borrowed grime, 

Being the time the potions force fhould ceafe. 

But he which bore my lctter,Frier Iohtt y 
Was flayed by accident,and yefternight 
Returned my letter back,then all alone 
At the prefixed hower of her waking, 

M 
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TbemoH kmntxbleTragedk' 

Carneltotakeherfrom her kindreds Vault,. 

Meaning to keepe her clofely at my Cell , 

Till I conuemently could fend to Romeo. 

But when I came feme minute ere the time 
Of her awaking, here vntimely lay, 

1 he noble Parts jnd true Romeo dead. 

She wakes.and I entreated her come forth 
A nd bearc thkworke of heauen with patiences 
L ut then a noife didl'care me from the Tom be. 

And flie too defperate would not goc with me: 

But asitfcemeSjdid violence on her felfe. 

All thislknow.andto themarriageher Nurfe is primes 
And if ought in this mifcaried by my fault, 

Let my old life be /aerified fome houre before the time,, 
V nto the rigour of feuerefl: la w- 

Prin, V V e Bill haue knowne thee for a holy man, 
VVhers Romeos man-what can he fay to this; 

Balth ,\ brought my Maftcr nevves of Juliets death,. 
And then in po/lhe came from Mantua, 

To this fame place. To this fame monument 
This letter he early bid me giue his Father, 

And threatnedme with death,goinginthe Vaulty,. 

If I departed not,and leaft him there. 

PrtK,G iue me the Letter I will looke ®n it. 

Where is the Counties Page that raifd the VVatchf' 
Sirrah what made your mailer in this place? 

Boj. He came with flowers to flrew his Ladies graue. 
And bid mefiand aloofe, andfo I did, 

Anon comes one with light to ope the Tombe,.. 
Andby and bymymaifterdrew on him, 

And then I ran awayto call thewatch. 

Prtn This Lettcr doth make good thefiiers words,. 
T heir courfe of Loue the tidingsofher death. 

And here he writes that he did buy a poyfon 
©fa poore Pothecaric, and there wit-hall. 

Came to this V ault, to die and lye with lulietl 
Where be thefe enemies ? Capulet, UMountague* 







of Borneo andiuliet. 

See what afeourgeis laidevponyour hate? _ ^ 

Thatheauen finds means to kilyour ioyes with loue. 

And I for winking at your difeords too, 

Hau e loll a brale of kinfmen, all are ptini Iht. 

Cap, © brother Momtague, giue me thy hand. 

This is my daughtersioy ncure, for no more 
Canldemaund. 

Mourn But lean giue thee more, 

For 1 will rare her flatue in pure gold. 

That whiles Yerorn by that nameisktiowne, 

There /hall no figure at that rate be fet. 

As that of true and faithfull Iultet. 

Cap. As rich fhall Romeos by Ins- Ladies lie, 

Poore lacrifices of our enmitie. > . , 

Pm. A glooming p eace this morning with it brings^-. 
The Sun for forrow will not fhew his head: 

Go hence to haue more talke of thefe fad things 
Some fhall be pardoned, and fome punilhed, 

Borncuer wasaftorieof more woe, 

Then this of iultet and her Romeo v 

. • 'sjr. 
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